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Abstract
The Development of the Screenplay:
A TIME TO MOURN AND A TIME TO DANCE
by
Richard A. O'Driscoll
The author contends that full length feature motion pictures offer the Church an
extraordinary opportunity to place the gospel of Jesus Christ in the lives of
unregenerate people, those unlikely to attend an evangelistic crusade or even watch
one on television. Their Sunday mornings are not spent worshiping in a church, nor
does their reading include the Bible on a regular basis, if at all. Much of the respite
they seek from the daily grind of work, commuting, shopping, and family care comes
through commitment to some form of entertainment. The motion picture offers a
couple of hours of diversion, a chance to escape ennui, loneliness, anxiety, and guilt.
The popularity of films made expressly for television evidences this need in the lives of
many.
Most of the fine Christian films produced in recent years, by the Billy Graham
organization and others, are aimed for Christian audiences or audiences organized by
the Church for evangelistic purposes. The very pagan audience the Church most
wants to reach avoids them assiduously. I firmly believe that if the Church intends to
reach the pagan population in a jaded, sophisticated, pluralistic western culture, it
must present feature films in palatable packes for consumption in the modern movie
houses, films of general appeal, carrying no advertised Christian message. The best
example of this in recent years is Chariots of Fire, the tremendously successful, Oscar-
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winning film portraying the story of Eric Liddell, the Scottish athlete who also happened
to be a dedicated Christian lay worker and eventually a missionary to the China field.
Chariots got by the anti-religious ethos of Hollywood very nicely, with the help of
Britain's film industry and producer David Puttnam, who kept the integrity of Liddell's
character intact.
The life story of another young Christian athlete, Earl Dew, provides the vehicle
for the writing of this screenplay. Earl rose from a very humble economic background
in rural Iowa to become America's leading jockey in the 1940 season, winning the title
on the last day of the season after a ding-dong battle with arch-rival Walter Lee Taylor.
The title race captured the attention of the nation as the media pumped out story after
story on its progress, right down to the final hour of its consummation on December
31. A month later, on the day he was to receive trophies emblematic of the
championship, the first ever given by the racing industry to its champion rider, Dew
died in a tragic accident in front of the huge crowd gathered to applaud his
achievement.
Earl Dew was not a preacher, nor as far as we know a personal evangelist,
although two salvation tracts were among his personal correspondence, but the fruit of
the Holy Spirit in his life made a profound impact on the largely pagan people with
whom he lived and worked. Like Eric Liddell among the track and field athletes, Dew's
testimony for God stood out like a diamond in a coal field. Through personal
interviews with family and friends, access to all of his correspondence written to his
parents from 1937-41, and utilizing the hundreds of newspaper clippings tracing his
riding career, the story of his life was developed into screenplay form.
The intention with this screenplay is to present it to prospective producers in the
motion picture industry for production as a secular film, yet containing as it does both
the evident fruit of the Spirit in Earl Dew's life, his baptismal scene as a lad of thirteen,
and the burial office when his entire hometown committed itself to his funeral, along
with visitors from across the country. The prayer that accompanies this work is that
the film produced from this screenplay will present to its secular audience the
possibility of eternal life through our Lord Jesus Christ, whose Father wills that none of
them should perish.
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1CHAPTER 1
The Nature and Scope of the Project
Why a screenplay? In reflecting on the reason for deciding to write a
screenplay, the script for a full length motion picture, I must be autobiographical for a
moment. As a child of the Great Depression I found the local movie theater a haven
of escape on Saturday mornings from some of the unpleasant realities in our
dysfunctional home, an open door to a larger world where adventure and happiness
seemed within reach. My childhood coincided with the Golden Age of the movies;
films a child could safely see were plentiful and with a ten cent admission, accessible
even during the Depression. I was seldom given a dime for other things, but my
parents liked the movies and both my mother and brother were involved in amateur
theatrics (he eventually became a professor of cinematography at the university level).
I suspect, too, that for a couple well beyond the normal age for child bearing my
parents found the Portola Theater a convenient child-sitting service.
Mine was a fairly typical experience in the pre-television era because the motion
picture industry in the 30s and 40s was still largely imbued with a sense of moral
values that reflected those of our nation prior to the Second World War. The Hayes
Office in Hollywood kept strict control over what could be shown on the screen. By
and large most films clearly evidenced the triumph of right over wrong, of the morally
justifiable over the morally indefensible. The first of the cowboy singing stars. Gene
Autry, wrote a moral code for the sagebrush heroes of the "B Westerns" that was
strictly adhered to by all the studios producing that genre of film.
2The race track connection. In my tenth summer I saw my first Thoroughbred
race horse galloping around Longacres Race Track near our home south of Seattle,
and determined then and there that I would become a jockey. On that same morning,
2,000 miles to the east, a jockey named Earl Dew was galloping race horses but our
lives did not intersect on the track, for by the time my decision became a reality Earl
Dew had died in a racing accident. About 1946 I saw his photo in a racing article, the
caption commending him for his sterling character. I can still recall my feeling of
regret that I would never meet this engaging young man with the happy grin.
That single photo of Earl Dew stayed in my memory and became a kind of icon
to me in one sense, an image of moral strength, genuine goodness, and integrity. I
kept it in my scrapbook and held on to it as I spent my teen summers on the Pacific
Coast tracks, where I ran into chicanery of all sorts among the "gypsy" horsemen on
the fair circuit. Many were honest, but I lived among some for whom the doping of
horses, fixing races, and a variety of personal sins were commonplace. One
horseman I worked for slept with a pistol under his pillow, with good reason for doing
it. Eventually the gambling ethos bothered my conscience to the extent that I left the
track at age nineteen, still loving horses but unable to cope any longer with the guilt
accompanying my wages originating in the parimutuel machines across the track. I left
horse racing with no expectation of returning.
Through an extraordinary set of circumstances engineered by the Lord many
years after I was saved in the summer of 1957, I found myself back on that same
track near Seattle, pioneering the first race track chaplaincy in the Northwest,
3volunteering my time as a part of our parish ministry. During the four years I did that
ministry I felt led to write a book for Christian fathers. The illustrations for Poo's Primer
were strictly those of Christian horsemen, primarily from the world of rodeo. One
important exception was the chapter on the father as a hero to his children, where I
harked back to my hero of the racing saddle. Earl Dew, as an outstanding example of
Christian manhood.
To do that I had to verify my belief that Earl was indeed a born again man, and
I was able to make contact with his sister. Bethel Cross. Beth sent me clippings and
photos of Earl, and most importantly confirmed my belief-Earl had given his heart to
Christ as a boy of thirteen. I knew for sure then it was God's love I had experienced
through the photo of Earl sitting on a horse on the Bay Meadows backstretch in 1940,
the year in which he won the national jockey championship, riding more winners than
any other jockey in the country.
The movie industry uses a term, "let's cut to the chase," meaning it is time for
the climax, the chase scene which is bound to hold audience attention, so I will do
that now. When I began to think seriously about a Doctor of Ministry program, I found
Asbury the only seminary offering a screenplay as an alternative to other kinds of
dissertation projects. The concept of a screenplay based on Earl Dew's life preceded
this discovery and the coincidence seemed too good to be true. I knew that research
would require the permission and cooperation of Beth Cross if it were to succeed.
Through inquiry in Sac City, Iowa, I learned that in subsequent years she had been
widowed, remarried, and now lived in Auburn, not far from the Dew's home town.
4Beginning research. With acceptance to the D. M\n. program a good possibility
I determined to start my research the summer prior to my first J-Term, so in July, 1988
I ventured to Sac City. During my vacation I interviewed friends and relatives of the
Dew family, acquainted myself with the community, took photos of several Dew
homes, the schools he attended, the Fairgrounds where he learned to ride. I was
unable to visit with Beth because she was newly wed and very busy on her nursing
job.
The following summer after classes in Wilmore I returned to Iowa and spent
time with Beth and Richard Vanderheiden at their home in Auburn. Beth gave me
invaluable help by loaning me Earl's correspondence, 1937 to 1941, every letter and
card written home from the tracks, preserved by his mother. I made copies of each in
the Town Hall over a period of a day and half. I then had primary sources that allowed
me access to the mind and heart of this remarkable young man whose life so greatly
impacted everyone who knew him, and the thousands who saw him only at a distance
as he rode past them on the track. In the collection also were many letters from fans
who wrote his grieving parents following his death on February 2, 1941, just a month
and two days after winning the national title.
Films in trouble. As a Christian pastor I have viewed the gradual decline of
moral values in our nation with sorrow. Many of the films produced in recent years
reflect that decline and indeed have contributed to the decline through the powerful
emotional impact that films have on society, both on television and in the theaters. It
has become increasingly apparent that the motion picture industry is much more
5interested in making financially successful films, "boffo films," than films that reflect
moral values consistent with the biblical values Christians hold as a standard.
During the election year, 1988, journalist Bill Moyers interviewed forty-one
leaders from a variety of disciplines, including historian Barbara Tuchman. During the
interview she lamented "the loss of a moral sense, of knowing the difference between
right and wrong, and of being governed by it" (A World of Ideas 5). Comparing
contemporary violence to "the old days," Tuchman pointed out that "there wasn't the
same kind of meaningless violence, and it was contained, when there was an impulse,
by the fear of hell, which was felt very seriously because of religious training" (5).
Moyers also interviewed British film producer, David Puttnam, responsible for
The Killina Fields. The Mission. Chariots of Fire. The Memphis Belle, and others. For a
year he also functioned as head of Columbia Pictures, that association ending
summarily when his criticism of Hollywood's system of film making got him fired.
Puttnam contrasts the image of America projected by films prior to the 70s with that of
the 90s and finds them very different. He sees "the image America began projecting in
the 1970s, of a self-loathing, very violent society, antagonistic within itself-that patently
isn't a society that any thinking person in the Third World or Western Europe or
Eastern Europe would wish to have anything to do with" (Moyers 317). More
encouragingly, Puttnam believes this projection is dishonest because he sees most
Americans as intrinsically decent people, whereas the movies we produce reflect a
cynicism atypical of the average American.
6The Church in films. It seems apparent the proper Christian response to this
discouraging situation in the film industry is not to withdraw from the fray, abandoning
the motion picture as a medium for communicating moral values, but to seek ways to
mount a counterattack on territory the devil obviously intends to claim as his own.
Christians already working in the industry want to see the counterattack take place!
Christian films as such reach a limited audience, mostly those already churched.
Christians need to produce screenplays secular producers will want to place on the
world's movie screens. This has happened so infrequently in recent years that when a
film like Puttnam's Chariots of Fire appears and earns the industry's accolades
(winning the Oscar for Best Film of 1981), we have reason to believe we can get more
films with a clear gospel message into secular production. My personal belief is that
the story is the key to success in this effort. We Christians have our heroes of the
faith, not only the biblical characters we love, but the great Christian heroes of the
past--Luther, the Wesleys, John Newton, Patrick of Ireland-yet they are little known
outside the Church. What would happen if a great screenplay on the life of Hudson
Taylor, e.g., were to reach a secular producer in such a non-threatening framework
that its potential for financial success was readily apparent? Taylor's story is surely
one of the great adventure stories of all time, yet it remains virtually unknown even in
Christian circles much less in the world beyond.
The screenplay as gospel medium. Syd Fields, one of the film industry's most
astute teachers on the craft of screenplay writing, offers a simple definition of a play
written for the motion picture screen: "A screenplay is a story told with pictures. It is
7like a noun--about a person, or persons, in a place or places, doing his or her 'thing.'
All screenplays execute this basic premise" (Screenplay 7). The important concept in
Field's definition is that of a "story told with pictures." For the neophyte screenwriter
the most difficult part of that concept to grasp is "with pictures." Those of us trained in
communicating our ideas with words on the printed page are not naturally oriented to
communicating through pictures. It remains necessarily a learned art for us, not an
instinctive one. Perhaps those involved in photojournalism and preaching have one
advantage. The former are accustomed to utilizing still pictures at least, and the
preacher is required to "paint" word pictures through the sermon. The truth of writing
for the screen is that most of the communication is accomplished by the camera in the
action it captures on film, even more than in the dialog between the characters in the
story, although dialog is very important.
In his instructive book on viewing the Bible from the standpoint of storytelling
Thomas Boomershine makes an observation that applies here. He notes that "the
purpose of oral narrative analysis in biblical storytelling is the transferral of the story
from one medium to another: from a writing/reading medium to a telling/listening
medium. Rather than a transformation, this could be called a transmediazation" (Story
Journey 73),
When one begins addressing the problem of writing a first screenplay the chief
problem becomes apparent: the necessity of changing from a writing/reading medium
to a telling/showing medium. One has a particular story in mind, but taking the basic
story idea and transposing it to a script that will provide the basis for two hours of
8filming Is an intimidating experience. Coming to grips with the story in its many aspects
and trying to visualize how this will appear on the screen is a difficult task. The
screenplay writer must discern whether or not the story is worth telling in a medium
where production costs run into the millions, even megamillions. The writer must ask
the qusetion: in all truth, will a producer find this story so intriguing that it demands
serious consideration for production? Is the story line irresistable in its appeal? The
history of many films that reach production reflects considerable difficulty in
persuading studio heads and financial backers of its potential for financial success.
Robert Redford tried unsuccessfully for a number of years to interest studio
production heads to take an interest in filming his recent movie, A River Runs Through
]t. Who, after all, would want to make a film about a Presbyterian minister and his
sons fishing for trout in a Montana river? The money for production finally came but
only after much persistance on Redford's part, because he believed strongly in the
story. Redford's film gives some gospel credence but simultaneously portrays a
Christian family with an immense record of failure to inculcate Christian virtues in the
sons of the parsonage, the youngest in particular.
Hollywood and the gospel. The motion picture industry's pointed efforts in
recent years to distort Christianity and its singular message of salvation unto eternal
life have not always succeeded, and again it has been the story that permitted gospel
access to the secular screen. During the Golden Age of movies the Church was often
represented in a respectful way. The Roman Catholic Church prospered on the silver
screen through the good auspices of Bing Crosby as the kindly young parish priest,
9Father O'Malley, but the Protestant image had its innings as well. Philip Dunne's
screenplay for How Green Was My Valley (1941) followed Richard Llewellyn's novel
very closely in its sympathetic portrayal of the young clergyman ministering to the
Welsh colliery workers, particularly in showing his strong moral character. A Man
Called Peter (1957) shared Peter Marshall's story with great fidelity, and placed
appropriate emphasis on his conversion as well as his ministry after ordination. I have
particular reason to be grateful to Hollywood for that film as God used it in the final
stages of preparing my heart for conversion the day after seeing it at the Colonial
Theater in downtown Seattle.
In the past several decades the Christian community and its committment to
biblical standards has suffered a great deal in many portrayals on the screen, as
immorality has become a virtue in the eyes of many in the film industry. The conflict
with God's commandments for moral and ethical living has proven too strong in
contrast to the way many in the entertainment business conduct their own lives. For a
film like Chariots of Fire to gain such high commendation around the world requires an
extraordinary story complete with top direction and acting to compete with the popular
films exploiting sex and violence.
A teaching tool. Authors of the texts on screenwriting universally advise the
beginning writer to view as many films as possible, both well made and poorly made
films. Anyone with access to a VCR and a video rental store can do that, and it is an
amazing instrument for education in the fundamentals of the craft. During the years I
watched the succession of films listed in this document I saw for the second time the
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remarkable 1954 film, On the Waterfront. Studying the film in conjunction with the
script and production notes by its writer, Budd Schulberg, taught me a great deal
about the potential for gospel proclamation in films. Early in his research for the
screenplay Schulberg came into contact with Fr. John Corridan, a waterfront priest,
whose speech, Schulberg relates, "was a unique blend of Hell's Kitchen, baseball
slang, an encyclopaedic grasp of waterfront economics, and an attack on man's
inhumanity to man based on the teachings of Christ..." (On the Waterfront 143).
I was shocked when I heard the Christ-centered gospel as Fr. Corridan (Karl
Maiden) preached it to the longshoremen in the hold of a freighter unloading on the
New York waterfront, encouraging them to buck the graft system run by the crime
syndicates controlling the docks from Brooklyn to Jersey. During his research over a
period of months Schulberg worked incognito on the waterfront in order to avoid
violence to himself, until he had enough material to construct his screenplay. Working
with director Ella Kazan he wrote a script that demanded total honesty on Kazan's part
in filming the story on location along that waterfront. Schulberg testifies to the fact that
Kazan handled every scene in the script "with a fierce veracity that proved how
effectively cinematic theatricality and cinematic verite can be combined in a unified
dramtatic experience" (Schulberg 152).
From such viewing experiences I began to understand more than ever the
extraordinary latitude the screenwriter has in story construction. When I first
contemplated writing Earl Dew's story for the screen I was bothered by the question of
dealing with the writing of scenes that were not entirely verifiable in the historic sense,
11
a concept that ran against every grain in my historian's training. Yet I knew that I had
been given an immense store of historical material, the kind of treasure any historian
writing biographically dreams of finding at the start of a writing project. Screenwriters
like Budd Schulberg helped me to see that one can handle historical material through
a screenplay in a way that is respectful of the historical facts and yet communicates
emotions, feelings, human expressions of all kinds that were in all likelihood present in
the event but not necessarily reported by the chronicler. I began to see that writing
dialog would be similar to preaching on the events in the life of a biblical character, in
which the preacher interprets from Scripture those emotions and feelings the event
must have called forth. For example, was King David not weeping tears of repentance
and tears of joy as he penned the fifty first Psalm, with his past sins fresh in his
remembrance, and the knowledge of God's goodness in restoring him to fellowship?
That understanding freed me to begin my research with genuine excitement, even
though the contemplation of writing dialog still seemed threatening for a long time.
Handling the scope of the project. In the beginning of the project I
experienced some feelings akin to the one I always thrilled to during the years I rode
bareback broncs in the rodeo arena. With no halter and bucking rein to deter its
movements once the chute gate opened, the horse was free to go anywhere it chose,
and do whatever it could to unload me in the eight seconds allotted for the ride. As a
student of Latin American history I likened it to Spanish explorer Balboa climbing the
last ridge on the west side of the Panamanian isthmus and finding himself staring at
the Pacific Ocean. What were his feelings just before he topped that last ridge? Each
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time I sat on a bronc and nodded for the gate I thought I knew. Contemplating the
size of a research and writing project based on the life of man whose death occurred
half a century earlier and whose career as a jockey spanned a few short years was an
awesome experience! The project seemed global in size! Obtaining Earl's
correpondence the second summer of the research brought the project into a much
needed balance, for by that time I had discovered the Lord had given me another gift
of incalculable value. I realized the Library of Congress was within thirty-five miles of
our home in northern Virginia, and on investigation found I could access on microfilm
the newspapers from every major city where Earl Dew and his competitor for the 1940
title, Walter Lee Taylor, had ridden in the championship year. As they say in the
South, I was indeed in "high cotton!"
Living witnesses. I was still left with a task that seemed much more
problematical than using the written sources for the purpose of crafting a biographical
screenplay. Who besides Earl's sister could I find that remembered him well enough
to give me accurate information about his character? I had more than a sufficiency of
information about his riding record, but I needed substantiation from those who knew
him personally about the most important evidence of a person's Christian character,
the fruit of the Holy Spirit in his life. From long experience as an historian I was not
wholly comfortable with simply accepting the accounts written about him by the media,
although all agreed, without exception. He was in fact the darling of the newspaper
reporters because they saw in him the innate qualities of modesty and humility, and
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they were touched by those characteristics. One supposes that interviewing athletes
in various sports they had often encountered the opposite.
The evening I spent with Beth and Richard Vanderheiden in their Auburn, Iowa
home in the summer of 1989 was extremely helpful in assessing Earl's character.
Time has its healing effect but it was still very painful for Beth to talk about Earl's life.
I did not know prior to my visit that her younger brother, Dale, had also died following
a racing injury that ended his jockey career. From Beth I learned more of Earl's
childhood and youth, his love for his family, his sense of humor, his joie de vivre.
Visiting several aunts and uncles still residing in Sac City, as well a number of friends
who were already in their adult years when he was growing up, I found that though
time had dimmed some of their specific memories of Earl's early years, it had not
diminished their affection for him. Without exception everyone spoke of him as "a
good boy." When I visited the major race tracks in Cleveland and Omaha and found
horsemen who had ridden with him in their teen years the message was identical.
St. Paul lists the fruit of the Holy Spirit's presence in a Christian life in his
Galatian letter (5:22-23): "love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness,
gentleness, and self-control" (The Bible). Earl's life exhibited these fruit in such
magnitude that his friends knew they were in the presence of someone special. One
racetracker recalled that when Earl walked into a room people turned to watch him,
not because he called attention to himself but because of that indefinable quality my
informant remembered after half a century had passed. In none of his letters home to
his folks did I find any hint of envy or jealousy of others. The purity of this young
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man's life caused him to stand out among his contemporaries on the race track, for as
I learned growing up on the backstretch purity of life is a rare commodity. The
prospect of writing a screenplay about Earl's life became a source of continual joy
regardless of the energy required to acquire sufficient information about him to make
the screenplay authentic.
Finding the antaconist. Every drama is built on the principle of conflict. The
research revealed several threads of conflict woven through Earl's life but the one
apparent to the public only appeared in the last six months of his life. It was not until
June, 1940 that the rivalry between Earl Dew and Walter Lee Taylor for the national
jockey championship began to surface as a leading story of interest to the media,
newspaper sportswriters especially. Taylor posed an immediate problem for this
research because he virtually disappeared from the racing limelight following the 1940
season. He continued to ride for some years, but never again gained national
prominence, so there were no newspaper accounts of his continuing rise to riding
fame. Because the rivalry was so intense and so highly publicized in the last six
months of the 1940 season it was imperative that I learn as much as possible about
Taylor if the story was to achieve authenticity. Otherwise the antagonist in the drama
would remain a shadowy figure and the conflict appear ephemeral at best. I knew
from Earl's correspondence that it was seldom far from his thoughts in the last months
of the season. As summer moved into fall that year the media carried stories about
the rivalry almost daily, as both United Press and Associated Press considered it
newsworthy. As with screenplays, reports of conflict sells newspapers.
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All I really knew about Walter Lee Taylor was that he came from Houston,
Texas, so I spent many hours at the microfilm machines pouring over the Texas
newspapers from the mid 30s onward, hoping to find mention of his early riding
career. It happened that for a short span of years in the mid 30s the Texas racing
interests managed to get a parimutuel bill past the legislature in Austin and racing was
voted in. Tracks were built near Dallas, San Antonio and Houston at about the time
Taylor was starting to ride. As jockey careers usually began with a couple of years of
exercise riding before the boy was allowed to ride races, there would be no record of
his initial work on the track, but I hoped to find some mention of his riding races on
the new Texas tracks.
That search proved unsuccessful but later two essential pieces of information
came my way. The gracious librarian at Lexington's Keeneland track found an article
from the Louisville paper chronicling a visit Taylor made during the mid 60s to
Churchill Downs, when he was overage, overweight, and evidently suffering from some
depression. Then in my newspaper research the Houston paper yielded a lengthy
article written just after his defeat for the title, published early in January. 1941. It was
sufficiently detailed to provide valuable information about his early years, and enabled
me to piece together a clearer picture of his character, which gave no evidence of a
relationship with the Lord. There was, in fact, enough negative reference to his
character in the Dew correspondence that I made the decision not to portray Taylor
entirely as he was out of deference to a man who may still be living or whose family
may still be living. Taylor was a good rider but not in the same class with Dew as later
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years proved. My search for evidence that he is still living has been unsuccessful to
date. For cinematic purposes his rivalry for the jockey crown provides much of the
tension characterizing the 1940 season and helps the story line move forward
considerably, that tension heightened by the media attention it received and the brief
fist fight Taylor and Dew engaged in during the final days of the title race.
Race track characters. Minor characters are important to a screenplay's
success and research gave me a fairly bountiful supply. Spending the days in Sac
City those two summers gave me a good handle on his family, along with his letters
home to his folks. The newspaper accounts of his relationship with his "Boss," Earl
Beezley, were plentiful, for the reporters had sensed the special filial relationship that
developed between Earl and Beezley and his wife. Hazel. Earl's letters were full of
reports highlighting that relationship. I knew from my own racing days that a young
jockey apprenticed to an owner-trainer of a good sized stable was for all practical
purposes considered a member of the family. The boss assumed responsibility for his
security in many practical ways. In Earl's case he was never officially under contract
to the Beezley stable, but he was their boy, and he rode for other stables only when
"the Boss"s had no entry in that race. Emotionally the Beezley's love for Earl was a
source of strength to a youngster away from home and he returned their love freely.
Having worked for some trainers kindly disposed toward me helped my understanding
of the Beezley's relationship to Earl's life and their importance to the story.
The jockevs. Professional raceriders are a special breed of men. (Women
jockeys did not appear for many years after this story's conclusion, with the very rare
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exception of a few who rode on the minor tracl<s out West, where a woman's role was
more often defined by what she could do on a horse than by her gender. Even then
those women jockeys were only allowed to ride races on the "rodeo tracks," the little
"bullrings" at country fairs or rodeos where there was no parimutuel betting). The
danger inherent in a man weighing 105 pounds riding a high strung thousand pound
animal bred to race at top speed over a narrow strip of plowed ground in company
with a bunch of other high strung animals is only obvious to those who spend a lot of
time at the tracks. To enter into that world requires gaining the confidence of a
conscientious jockey willing to share some of his feelings about his profession with an
outsider, and to a jockey, as to athletes in many sports, anyone who is not in the
same profession is an outsider.
Fortunately my racing years allowed me some vivid insights into jockey
reasoning and practices for I was often in their company, and at times worked for
trainers who had been riders in their youth. As a teenager I spent one memorable
night driving through Oregon with three jockeys regaling each other with stories of the
"wrecks" they had survived on the tracks. All three had fallen in a four-horse spill at
Puyallup, Washington, and to hear them tell it I had missed an hilarious affair! In
retrospect I do not believe I could have written the screenplay had I not personally
experienced the exceptional courage of these small statured men, who do not think
their vocation too dangerous to undertake on a daily basis. Through my membership
since 1977 in the parachurch organization, the Race Track Chaplaincy of America, I
have received more helpful information on the raceriding vocation from Christian
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jockeys associated with the RTCA. The four years I spent as Chaplain at Longacres
track near Seattle also enabled me to visit with them, pray for them in different
situations including the hospital room after a fall, and witness to them of Christ's
saving grace. Pete Criswell, presently chaplain at Remington Park in Oklahoma City, a
former jockey, and Jockey Sam Maple, still riding, both shared valuable information
with me in interviews during our annual RTCA conferences. Jockey Pat Day, winner of
the 1 992 Kentucky Derby, one of the nation's top riders for many years, also provided
helpful information.
A personal recollection. It is my opinion that God can use our negative
experiences, whether illness, a broken friendship, even the death of a loved one, to
strengthen our relationship with Him, as well as the happy experiences in life.
Researching Earl Dew's life necessarily caused me to recall some of my negative
experiences as well as more cheerful ones during my years on the race tracks. I
realized more than ever that this screenplay will be a kind of benediction on my race
track life because so much of what I have invested in it came out of my initial decision
to become a jockey, even though I "outgrew my ambition!" Along with the recollection
of some unhappy experiences came the remembrance of my friendship with one of
America's greatest jockeys, Albert Johnson. Albert left Spokane, Washington to
become a leading jockey during the 1920s, a decade best known as that of "Man
O'War," and won the Kentucky Derby aboard Morvich and Bubbling Over. As a
youngster I knew him when he was racing a couple of cheap horses, one so wild the
exercise riders wouldn't get on it, this after going through two fortunes in his palmier
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days as a successful young jockey-he had ridden for kings in Europe, and the Aga
Khan as well. Albert had a favorite saying that covered lots of situations-hello,
goodbye, cheers! He would often smile and say, "Down the road, Jackson!" I
sincerely hope the hundreds of hours required for this research will somehow repay
racetrackers like Albert Johnson who befriended a lonely youngster when I most
needed a friend, years before I met my best Friend, the Lord Jesus Christ. A good
story with a gospel message placed on the silver screen in a secular setting has the
potential for reaching the Albert Johnsons of this world, on and off the race track.
"Down the road, Jackson" will mean something more to them, then, because they will
have the assurance of a heavenly home and not just another tiny tack room or cheap
motel in the next town on the racing circuit, or whatever venue their life carries them to
by life's end.
CHAPTER 2
The Methods Utilized
Gathering the data. When I began perusing the Table of Contents in the first
books I consulted on the craft of screenwriting I realized I was entering into another
galaxy in comparison to any writing I had done previously. Two things were
immediately apparent. First, that screenplays were constructed very differently than
anything else in literature, and secondly, the motion picture industry had worked out
some extremely close honed methodology for the crafting of the screenplay.
Education in writing a movie script would require a geat deal of time and effort. The
University of California at Los Angeles has a large department of cinematography with
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an entire section devoted to screenwriting, as do New Yorl< University and otiier
schiools, but I could not attend their courses even in the summers. UCLA's Extension
Department offered a one day seminar in Philadelphia that was helpful in reinforcing
the learning I was picking up through my reading. My method was to find every
available book touching on the craft, purchase those that seemed most helpful, and
copy appropriate pages from others in the libraries.
The sabbatical experience. In reflecting on the total experience of learning the
craft I believe our experience in England during my sabbatical in the summer of 1990
was vitally important. The previous fall I had seen an advertisement in a Christian
journal for the C.S. Lewis Institute's "Oxford '90" course at Keble College, Oxford. In
their initial plans there was even a workshop on screenwriting, although it was
dropped for lack of sufficient interest. I was interested in the theme for the two-week
course, "Transfiguring the Imagination." The Institute under the leadership of Dr.
Stanley Matson lined up some outstanding people from the arts, theology, ministry,
and higher education for teaching sessions, and arranged daily workshops as well.
Evenings were largely devoted to presentations in drama, poetry, music.
The Oxford experience proved to be exceptionally valuable in preparing me to
write the Treatment for the screenplay, as well as the screenplay itself. As a young
man I had often used an active imagination in unhelpful ways, generally to draw
attention to myself in an attempt to bolster a weak self-esteem. When I was saved the
Lord convicted me of that sin, and I walked as far away from anything like free use of
my imagination as possible. The Oxford experience served to bring about a good deal
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of healing as we listened to authors Madeleine L'Engel, Luci Shaw, Dr. Thomas
Howard, Dr. Stanley Hauerwas, Leanne Payne and others. I was encouraged to
believe that God could use my imagination in a sanctified way in the creative writing
process, and that experience proved very helpful as I spent the remainder of the
summer working at two tasks-combing through the corpus of research material on
Earl Dew's life that I carried to England, and learning the craft of screenwriting.
Our residence was in north London, so each day I took the tube into the city
where I discovered not only some delightful places to study but also some treasure
troves for research. The British Film Institute Library yielded an enormous amount of
material during several visits. The Central Reference Library and the Barbican Library
also contained many books not generally available elsewhere. A very special highlight
was a trip to The National Film and Television School at Beaconsfield, formerly the site
of movie studios prior to government purchase. Steven Daltry, a young Christian
studying film scoring, took me on an instructive tour of the facilities, introducing me to
the mysteries of the sound department where I learned about mixing and dubbing, the
carpentry department where sets are constructed, the sets then in use for student film
production, and gave me use of their cinema library. In the undercroft of St. Martin-in-
the-Fields I located a delightful cafe, just dark enough to pass for a writer's hideaway,
where I spent many afternoons nursing a cup of tea while working at organizing the
material.
Working the research material. As previously noted I concluded the major part
of my research with a large body of personal correspondence, notes from interviews.
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hundreds of newspaper clippings covering the years 1937-1941, from papers scattered
across the country from San Diego to Boston, Seattle to Miami. My task was to sort
through these and begin to categorize them for searching out basic information on the
protagonist's career, and that of Taylor, the antagonist in the screenplay. Then, too,
there was all the information I needed on the American racing scene in those years,
and most especially in the championship year, 1940. Some of the tracks running in
those years have since closed or been absorbed by larger organizations interested in
appropriating their racing dates. These dates are the life blood of the race track
owners and are allocated on an annual basis by the various state racing commissions.
The choicest winter dates in Florida, e.g., are decided on by the Florida Commission,
and so important is their decision that one Miami track closed altogether in recent
years because they felt their track was discriminated against by the Commission. I
had to figure out from hundreds of race results, always printed in tiny print on the
sports pages, where Dew and Taylor were riding in 1940, when they moved from track
to track. This was easier for Dew than Taylor because I had Earl's letters for
corroboration in some cases, but his letters presented another problem. He was
generally good about dating his letters but sometimes wrote down the wrong year! All
in all it proved an intriguing project, sometimes frustrating, but always interesting.
The racetrack libraries. Another fine source of research material came from the
libraries maintained by some of the race tracks. During the course of my Asbury
studies and the RTCA conferences often held near a major track, and during summer
vacations, I was able to spend profitable hours digging through books and racing
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journals at Keeneland, Bay Meadows, Hialeah, and the Breeders Association Library at
Longacres. My reception, when I explained my project, ranged from the gracious,
hands-on search for relevant material at Keeneland to "you'll find the library on the
third floor, the air conditioning don't work, it's been disconnected, help yourself
advice at Hialeah. After two days in that sweltering room I was happy to finish my
work there but it was well worth the discomfort, for some dear soul had meticulously
kept boxes of scrapbooks on racing going back to the early 30s, and I found much
that helped fill out my knowledge of Walter Lee Taylor's career on the Eastern tracks.
The Library of Congress. I am very grateful to the Lord for our proximity to the
District of Columbia. When I located the Newspaper Room in the James Madison
building, across the street from the Capitol, I could hardly contain my excitement.
Without exception I had access to the daily papers from all the major cities where Dew
and Taylor rode in the championship year and so was able to copy by hand and on
the microfilm copy machines material not available in one place anywhere else in the
nation. I also found a book written by Billy Pearson, one of the jockeys involved in
Earl Dew's fatal accident, and his reference to the events of that tragic day at Agua
Caliente. The music reference room also yielded helpful material on the popular songs
of that period, and the map room gave me a copy of the railroad system as it
appeared in the period 1935-41. This was especially valuable since Earl traveled by
train frequently, and with the near demise of the passenger train service since World
War II many of the lines he traveled on in those pre-war years are gone.
24
Learning the craft of screenwiting. David Puttnam, in his interview with Bill
Moyers, made an extraordinary statement about the American film industry,
noteworthy because it runs counter to Hollywood's current philosophy on film making.
He said, "It occurred to me after Chariots of Fire won the Oscar that really and truly, in
a healthy movie society, with the movie industry being the movie industry I would have
it to be, Chariots would be your regular movie, the film you'd expect to see at your
local cinema every week" (Moyers 330). As I began to read the books on
screenwriting I was amazed and grieved by the examples of screenplays the authors
used for the purpose of explaining the craft. With few exceptions the scripts chosen
as examples of "good screenwriting" were from films filled with a variety of sins such
as would never have been permitted on the screen fifty years ago. It is no wonder
that a principled producer like Puttnam ran afoul of the system during his stint at
Columbia. I was forced to look far afield for script examples that I could read without
exposing my soul to all kinds of trash. Eventually I found a few examples here and
there that were sound enough to be helpful. There are not a lot of scripts in
publication in their entirety, but those I found in the collection published by the
University of Wisconsin and others were sufficient to educate me in the construction of
a screenplay. Especially helpful were the entire scripts for such award-winning films as
Stagecoach. Casablanca. How Green Was My Valley. The Grapes of Wrath, and On
The Waterfront. Studying these and the examples in the various books enabled me to
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begin to sort out the demands of a screenplay and put them into some kind of
perspective.
From words to action. Screenwriter William Goldman (All the King's Men.
Marathon Man. The Great Waldo Pepper. A Bridge Too Far. Butch Cassidy and the
Sundance Kid) states that "Butch was was by far the most important screenplay, for
me, that I ever wrote or will write, not because of the success of the film-but as a
learning experience" (Adventures in the Screentrade 458). His previous work had
been with dialog rewrites or adaptations from novels. With the Cassidy story he
began with the story of two men belonging to a bank and train holdup gang operating
out of a remote valley in the Rockies during the late 1890s, at a time when such
criminal activities were no longer countenanced on the frontier as they once had been.
As in all screenwriting based on historical accounts he had to translate hundreds of
pages of records into a script that would provide the basis for a film. It was
encouraging to a beginner to learn this task is daunting even for veteran writers.
Finding the soine. Goldman's primary problem as he started on Butch was to
find the spine, the direction the story would take, since there were so many viable
possibilities for him due to the wealth of published material about the Hole-in-the Wall
Gang. Yet with all that material he still had to search until he found the spine. He
finally decided "the spine of the picture was the two guys. And they had to be
appealing, sure, but they also had to be different and special" (Goldman 467).
As accomplished a veteran writer as he is, Goldman experienced difficulty again
in discerning the spine for his adaptation of Cornelius Ryan's epic account of the Allied
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endeavor to capture the crucial bridge over th Rhine at Arnhem in the fall of 1944.
Goldman was handed nearly 700 pages of war history and told to make a movie script
of it. There were so many stories within the chronicle demanding his attention he was
unable to make decisions about what to cut and what to keep, until he wrote a small
piece of dialog spoken by a British general and in writing that paragraph stumbled on
the spine for the entire screenplay. It simply occurred to him that "Bridge was a
cavalry-to-the-rescue story-one in which the cavalry fails to arrive, ending, sadly, one
mile short" (Goldman 265).
My problem in starting work on the Earl Dew story was to find the spine, and
also to learn how to think cinematically about it. The apparently simple task of
learning to write in the present tense proved a difficult one as I undertook to write the
Treatment for the screenplay, and then as I started the script I had to continue the
more challenging job of always thinking like a camera! I began praying before each
writing session, asking the Lord for the ability to see with the eyes of the camera and
hear what the camera will hear in both dialog and other sounds. I believe the Lord
has been faithful to help me do that although others may judge that differently.
As I worked I began to sense the spine in this story as Earl Dew's quest for the
1940 jockey championship, aided, I believe, by Divine providence. Some might argue
that God would never help anyone involved in such a wicked undertaking as horse
racing, but as I wrote I thought more and more about the circumstances of the last
month of the 1940 season and found too many coincidences falling into place. The
absence of any one of them would have deprived Earl Dew of his title. With this
27
decision made I endeavored to learn the essential meaning of screenplay structure,
the fundamental task assigned by all the textbook authors.
The imperative of structure. As with the sermon, the novel, the stage play, the
public address, the screenplay should be written with this basic truth in mind: the first
minutes of the film it wiff produce must quickly capture the interest of the audience or
the opportunity is lost. Since a motion picture deals with images more than words the
opening moments of the well constructed film will capture and hold audience interest
through what they see in action on the screen much more readily than what they will
hear. A good film will present enough information pictorially to establish mood in the
opening moments. Linda Seger, who works as a script analyst and revisionist in
Hollywood, advises that the film "begin with an image, a feeling, a sense of pacing, a
sense of the style of the film. Tell us as much as you can with this image. Get us into
the mood of the piece. If possible, create a metaphor for the film, telling us something
about the theme through the pictures you create" (Making a Good Script Great 6).
Mv opening scenes. As I thought about the opening scenes of the screenplay I
felt it incumbent to show the rural setting in western Iowa, the horizon-bending corn
fields, and the horses, which in the very first scene are being used for racing
purposes. I felt it was also important to introduce the element of conflict almost
immediately, and establish it as a theme on two levels right away. The first conflict
revealed is Earl's mother's problem with his becoming a jockey. The second conflict
is shown against the County Fair background when Earl receives his flrst raceriding
injury, riding in the kid's pony race. It is apparent his mother is losing the "no jockeys
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in tlnis family" battle, and from now on Earl will be battling the danger of injurious falls
from the backs of fast running horses on the track.
Actually the audience will receive its first tip about the equine theme before the
titles appear on the screen. I find considerable difficulty in attempting to follow the
action shown on the screen behind the titles as so often is the case in films of recent
vintage. Director Hugh Hudson and the writer of the score for Chariots of Fire.
Vangelis, combined with screenwriter Colin Welland to make the opening moments of
the film intriguing as we followed England's young Olympic track stars in their training
run along the Channel beach. The credits run over that scene did not prevent us from
watching the action and making a decision that this movie would be worth watching.
Reading Shakespeare one day I came across a line in the Prologue to Henn/ V that I
believe will provide the set up for the film before it is clear that we are watching
anything more than a rural setting far below. The words are riveting, as are those
from Romeo and Juliet that will appear on screen before the final fade out. With a
good score in the background I think the opening scenes of this film will establish
sympathetic interest in the Dew family and serve to quicken interest in Earl's efforts to
become a jockey in spite of the obstacles he encountered right from the start.
I learned as I studied structure that the movie script provides the framework
upon which the finished film is constructed. For many years the screenwriter was
expected to write in every camera movement, every minute action of the actors. More
recently the industry has stopped expecting that except where the writer chooses to
designate a camera shot for reasons of clarification during production. It is now left
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Up to the director and his chief cameraman to decide how to shoot a particular scene,
selecting "close ups," medium or long shots, etc. In studying the scripts I found it
helpful in my learning to write in an occasional shot direction for purposes of aiding
me to visualize the scene, always keeping in mind that the structure of the film
requires a good deal of movement with all the racing scenes necessary to the
progress of the story line. The best movies are the product of close cooperation
between screenwriter and the director and his crew, especialy the cameraman. In this
way the writer may be asked to delete dialog here and there if the camera can catch
the same action without the words, because the guiding rule in films requires
adherence to the principle, "never tell it if you can show it."
The power of the camera. One of the more pleasant surprises that came my
way during my studies on structure was the marvelous contribution made by movie
directors. Quite a few have managed to get into print their experiences in making
films. Much has been written about directors like John Ford, and there are numerous
critiques of their work available, but it is the personal observations of the director's
relationship to the script that was very helpful to me. Samuel Fuller related the
relationship aptly: "A director has to do with the eye what the writer has given to the
heart when anyone reads the script. It's an emotional experience" (Directing the Film
47). Rouben Mamoulian directed Greta Garbo in Queen Christina many years ago,
and made the decision to finish an emotional film without any dialog or other sounds
at all, as he said, "in silent imagery." Louis B. Mayer came to him before the shoot and
told him that ending would never do. All the producers were of like mind, said Mayer-
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the film could not end on a tragic note. The scene would have to be rewritten to
exclude the hero's death. Mamoulian stuck by his guns and the film was shot with
Garbo standing in total silence, following the director's orders to keep her face
expressionless. The film ended just that way and its effect was powerful. Mamoulian's
decision was to allow the individual members of the audience "to write sadness,
inspiration, courage, whatever they choose, whatever they prefer. We have prepared
the scene; they'll fill it in" (Sherman 41-42).
Character on the screen. Unlike the written story where the author may
describe the inner thoughts and motives of the characters, the screenwriter is
dependent more on showing through actions those private mannerisms. Dialog can
be used to a certain extent but it is the writer's job to place the person portrayed by
the actor in situations that bring about a revelation of character. Syd Field makes an
important distinction between films and television in this regard. The latter is a "talking
medium," a "radio show with pictures." The principal characters in television talk about
their feelings, whereas in a motion picture those feelings are shown in pictures. "The
dynamics of film are visual," says Field, and "visual action reveals character... action is
character. What a person does is what he is, not what he says" (Field 78-79).
From the beginning the accurate portrayal of Earl Dew's character stood out as
a challenge, not because the people he interacted with were bad people but because
his own Christian nature brought him prominence before he ever won his jockey
championship. Sister Beth laughed as she recalled a cold day outside their one-room
country schoolhouse when Earl told her to kiss the doorknob and her lips froze to the
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knob until the teacher could free her- but he was about nine at the time. When Jesus
came into his life he was known as a kind person, concerned for others and their
happiness. His letters home reflect a young man eager to see his father succeed
financially, his mother's health improve, and frequently he sent money for his siblings
to spend, a welcome gift during the Depression. His dad worked on the WPA as late
as 1940, in fact just prior to Earl's sending him the race horse. Dust Box, to run on the
Fair Circuit. Philip Dunne observed that "character is far more important than plot,
there being no new plots..." (How Green Was Mv Valley 17). The writer's task centers
in making the principal characters in the screenplay interesting through revelation of
their character. Making the protagonist likeable, someone the audience warms to,
wants to know more about, feels sympathy for, can empathize with during the film,
becomes a major undertaking for the screenwriter. William Goldman found it a
formidable task in the Butch Cassidy story since both protagonists were outlaws. He
writes, "For the screenplay to work, we had to like them-no matter where they led us,
we had to want to follow along" (Goldman 462). He also believed the acting
combination of Paul Newman and Robert Redford was essential to the quality he
sought in making these two robbers enjoyable to watch even though they were
engaged in criminal activities throughout the film. The film's success proved
Goldman's endeavor connected with audiences. In Earl Dew's case I began with a
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virtuous young man situated in circumstances that could easily have led up some dark
paths in several ways, but the plot reveals a jockey who rose through all of that
without scars and who ultimately died with no regrets.
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In thinking about Walter Lee Taylor as the antagonist I made the decision to
leave some of the details I learned about Taylor's life out of the story, for they were
not essential and would only have served to hurt his reputation as a person. In one of
his letters home during the December push for the title Earl told his parents he had
learned via the racetrack grapevine that Taylor was placing bets for owners in order to
get the best mounts, something he should not have done. It would be entirely
possible to paint a darker picture of Taylor's character, and that of others in the story,
but none of that would make Earl's character shine any brighter. What I endeavored
to accomplish was to allow the flow of the story to develop as naturally as possible the
character of each individual. As Damon Runyon discovered years ago. the race track
draws a lot of people of the type we call "characters," but for purposes of this story a
few humorous incidents, all based on real incidents reported in my research, sufficed
to impart character revelation during the action scenes.
Constructing the scene. Most films today are shot in a series of what is called
"the master scene." As defined by Oaks and Nashey "a master scene is one in which
all narrative, dialog, and action relevant to a single setting is written beneath the initial
description of the locale" fThe Screenwriter's Handbook 26). In other words, a scene
includes all of the action and the dialog that occurs on one locale. There may be a
number of shots, the moving of the camera to new angles, but the camera will not
leave the locale, and when it does a new scene is in progress. Prior to starting the
screenplay I decided to follow the master scene plan, including only such camera
direction as I felt was needed for my own knowledge in moving the story along. A
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director on the set may well alter that movement a good deal if he or she deems it
necessary. All the authors on screenwriting technique operate in agreement on one
principle where scenes are concerned. The scene should serve to advance the story
in some significant way, or be removed. Alam Armer suggests that unless "a scene
does not contribute a new plot development or reveal something new about a principal
character, it should probably be deleted" (Writino the Screenplav TV and Film 15).
With so many possibilities for scenes I found it necessary to question myself
along Alan Armer's line. A teacher of courses on screenwriting at California State
University in Northridge, Armer's book was one of the most practical of the many I
studied and I felt his principle would prevent my wandering away from the main story
line into scenes that might hold interest in and of themselves, but not really add to the
movement of the film. I sincerely hope that each scene I have included in the first
draft does in fact contribute to both plot development and character exposition for Earl
Dew and other major characters in the story.
Sequestering the sequence. A film is constructed not only scene by scene but
also by a set or series of scenes called the "sequence." What constitutes a sequence
is the presence of a single idea thematically uniting those scenes into a whole. They
may be shot in a number of locales, scene by scene, but the viewer recognizes the
unit as containing one dominant idea. Each scene may be filmed by a succession of
shots, different camera angles, and there may be any number of actors carrying out
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separate actions, but there will still be a unifying idea tying the sequence of scenes
together. John Ford filmed the longest fist fight in the history of films in the fight
sequence between John Wayne and Victor McLaglen in Ford's favorite production,
The Quiet Man. Screenwriter Frank S. Nugent managed to write a series of scenes
centered around that fight that actually carried throughout the long movie (129
minutes) and interest in the outcome of the inevitable showdown between protagonist
Wayne and antagonist McLaglen never flagged until the last haymaker had been
swung. For my purpose in the Dew story I let the sequences fall into place according
to the setting necessary to carry the story forward toward the climax. In all probability
the lengthiest are the scenes on the last day of the 1940 season when we cut back
and forth between Santa Anita and Tropical Park several times, and the sequence
revolving around Earl's fatal accident on February 2, 1941.
The sequence contributes to the strength of the film in yet another way, in
revealing personality characteristics over a period of time, since the viewer is aware of
the passage of time from scene to scene. The time element is handled variously with
"the cut," simply moving the camera from scene to scene, or in "the dissolve," which
generally dictates a longer passage of time, or "the fade out" although that is usually
reserved for the final ending of the film in modern usage. A series of scenes can
contribute greatly to audience perception about character development because more
time has passed. There is the realistic possibility of change in a person's character
from the beginning of a sequence to its ending. Edward Dmytryk views the
sequences in the film as "an opportunity--an obligation-to develop the story's
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characters; characters who need not say one word in self-analysis, nor require the
verbal anaylsis of others in the film" (On Screen Writing 38). He sees the development
of sequences as the prime opportunities the screenwriter has to familiarize the
audience with the character of the people in the film. It is "becoming acquainted with
our people, sequence by sequence (that) keeps a film truly alive" (39).
To say or not to say. As I noted earlier the problem of writing good dialog
loomed like a Kodiak bear over my screenwriting tent when I first contemplated the
project. The historical material was on hand but the question of how to transfer
historical fact into meaningful dialog disturbed me until I realized two cogent facts.
One, I had marvelous documentation in my hands providing numerous examples of
Earl Dew's thought processes and manner of speaking. Secondly, and perhaps most
importantly, I had spent most of my younger years in the racing environment and the
rodeo arena, plus four more summers on the track in the late 70s where I received a
refresher course in racing jargon although at the time it did not occur to me.
Moreover no one would ever mistake me for a Harvard man in my own diction since
those years among horsemen certainly affected my speech patterns. I recall a vistor
coming out of St. Luke's, Seattle, one morning after hearing me preach. He said,
"Brother, you sure sound like a Texas Baptist!" I considered that a genuine
compliment but it also caused me to reflect on the sound of my words. After
committing to the Lord the problem of writing realistic dialog I started to write and to
my joyful surprise found that the speech flowed like a river. Very seldom did I have to
pause and think, "how would this person respond-what would they say here~how
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would they say this? Sometimes I could "hear" the next response in my mind before I
finished writing the preceding line.
My study of dialog revealed a considerable range of opinion about its relative
importance to the film. Some textbook authors insist on good dialog as indispensable
while others take a more casual approach and insist that action will carry a film even if
the dialog fails in brilliancy. Perhaps because words, the choice of words, has so
often moved me I tend to favor the authors to whom dialog holds vital importance in
screenplay construction. Stephen Geller's statement on its importance impressed me
when he wrote, "Dialogue is the gateway to the soul, intellect, and heart of our
structure. Not only does it define our characters and move the events forward, but
also it subtly creates the rhythm of the scenes themselves-every bit as much as the
images" (Screenwriting a Method 15-16). Some authors would take exception with
Geller's last statement because they feel the action shown is more important than what
the characters actually say to one another. Lewis Herman communicates his thesis as
a principle he considers inviolable: "The visual must always take precedence over the
verbal" (A Practical Manual on Screen Plavwritino 194). Herman believes that dialog in
a film should be used solely for the exposition of facts that cannot otherwise be
portrayed by action, and his belief would be echoed by many authors.
In my dialog writing I endeavored to keep the lines as short as possible,
consistent with the requirements of the scene. Brevity of speech is important in
screenplays because so much of the communication to the audience is visual. Long
speeches are seldom necessary, and audience attention may wander. Studying the
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films on VCR provided a great opportunity to listen to dialog and when I found a
particularly interesting example I was able to back up and listen to it several times,
trying to assess the reason for its success. Jeb Rosebrook's writing of the exchanges
between Steve McQueen and Ida Lupino as son and mother in Junior Bonner caught
my attention for their brevity and exceptionally good communication of deep emotion
in a few words of greeting when the two met after some passage of time. I was
keenly aware of the relationship between word and action as director Sam Peckinpah
masterfully cut back and forth in close up between McQueen and Lupino, two
exceptional actors. As Linda Seger puts it, "Good dialogue conveys conflict, attitudes,
and intentions. Rather than telling about the character, it reveals character"
(Creating Unforgettable Characters 147).
CHAPTER 3
The Importance of the Film
The quality of mercy is not strain'd.
It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven
Upon the place beneath. It is twice bless'd:
It blesseth him that gives and him that takes.
Tis mightiest in the mightiest: it becomes
The throned monarch better than his crown:
His sceptre shows the force of temporal power,
The attribute to awe and majesty.
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings;
But mercy is above tliis sceptred sway,
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings,
It is an attribute to God himself;
And earthly power doth then show likest
God's,
When mercy seasons justice.
The Merchant of Venice, Act IV
William Shakespeare
Our cynical world. Few would contest the axiom that we live in an existential
age, a period in history when many people have no genuine contact with eternal
verities. Some Christian writers refer to the late 20th century as a post-Christian age
as well, meaning the Church no longer commands the respect it once held in society
and the gospel carries little weight as a rule of life for the majority, at least in the
western world. The fact is that the world is full of people in every nation, of every race
and culture, who have no hope for life after death. The Christian Church itself is
infected, more than we care to admit, with the heresy of univeralism, the idea that God
will never stoop to judging sinners and in the end everyone will live happily ever after
in the sweet bye and bye, never mind what Scripture says about it. One can, after all,
choose to ignore such passages as Romans 14:10: "For we will all stand before God's
judgment seat..." and Hebrews 9:27: "Just as man is destined to die once, and after
that to face judgment..." The popularity of the cults and the growth of interest in the
occult and the New Age movement indicates the emptiness of many hearts to whom
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the gospel of Jesus Christ is either unknown or they have chosen to reject its
requirement of repentance and faith in Christ's redemption.
If we are living in a post-Christian era~although I would contend that will not
entirely be the case until the day our Lord returns for his Bride~we find ourselves
surrounded by multitudes of sad, dispirited, fearful, and very often cynical people.
When it comes to thinking about life after death they are people without hope.
Lacking knowledge of the matchless mercy of God in extending salvation to all
through the substitutionary death of Jesus and his resurrection, they can see no
farther than the end of this transitory existance, and they do not like what they see.
The lonely people. One might argue justifiably that the faith of French writer-
philosopher-pilot Antoine de Saint-Exupery was not always expressed in terms
evangelicals would characterize as that of a "born again Christian." I do not know if
we will meet him in heaven, but I have found some spiritual riches in reading Saint-
Exupery, for he seemed always to bear in mind that living was a delicate matter,
perhaps because his own flying years in the French postal service during the
pioneering years of flight resulted in so many brushes with death, and indeed did
cause the death of many of his comrades. His own life ended when a German fighter
caught him over the Mediterranean while he was flying reconnaisance for the Free
French forces in North Africa during the Second World War. To what extent Saint-
Exupery was influenced by Sartre and other existentialists, I do not know, but here and
there in his writing one wanders onto bits of the existential assertion that humans are
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destined to live out their life in a kind of desperate loneliness, unable to really
communicate with other people the reality of their own identity.
During one of his mail flights on the South American route he landed near the
Argentinian town of Punta Arenas. Wandering into town he stood on the edge of the
town square, where he saw "a child, his head against a wall, weeps in silence: there
will remain of him in my memory only a beautiful child forever inconsolable. I am a
stranger. I know nothing. I do not enter into their empires. Man in the presence of
man is as solitary as in the face of a wide winter sky in which there sweeps, never to
be tamed, a flight of trumpeting geese" (Wind. Sand and Stars 73).
Gifted screenwriter William Goldman writes critically of his own work in films,
and because of its artistic and financial success particularly of the script he wrote for
Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid. Commenting on the friendship between the two
outlaws, Goldman stated, "I believed, back a quarter of a century ago, that it was not
possible for two people to truly know each other. No matter how close the husband
and wife, the father and son, the lover and beloved, we are locked inside ourselves.
And here I had two friends who lived through decades together, who traveled tens of
thousands of miles, only to die bloody in a country where no one knew their names,
where they barely spoke the language-it seemed a wonderful vehicle to say
something about the lack of knowledge, about our hopeless and terrible and, alas,
enduring, permanent loneliness..." (Goldman 285-286).
I am not so far removed from my own youth that I cannot remember the
overwhelming feelings of loneliness, of disconnectedness, of rootlessness, that came
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over me during my years on the race track. I was not raised in a Christian home and
consequently was totally ignorant of God's reality much less his everlasting mercy.
Race track life was fast bending my unregenerate soul in the direction of cynicism. I
recall standing on the main street of Gresham, Oregon one afternoon, listening to a
juke box wailing a popular ditty of the day, "Don't Rob Another Man's Castle," just
minutes after walking away from the Fairgrounds barn where a trainer I worked for
was keeping a woman in his tack room, while his wife waited at home for his return.
Without the knowledge of a merciful Savior we are all in bondage to an existance
bound on one horizon by deep inner loneliness and on the other by cynicism.
A deadly combination. Bill Moyers asked David Puttnam this question during
his interview with the British producer: "What is your image of America today from the
movies you see?" Puttnam answered, "A nation at odds with itself. Movies now have
an underlying nastiness in them. The thing I loathe more than anything has become
fashionable-cynicism. I think cynicism is a desperately destructive thing within
society. And the movies are reflecting cynicism" (Moyers 318). Puttnam's statement
caused me to recall the final moment of The Sand Pebbles, the 1966 film some critics
believe was Steve McQueen's finest acting performance in a long career. Bleeding to
death in the courtyard of a Chinese school in a futile effort to save some Christian
missionaries from a band of revolutionaries, American sailor McQueen looks
heavenward and cries out in utter despair, "What the hell happened?" That deeply
personal inner cry of lonely desperation in the final moments of life is all that many of
our fellow humans beings, American and otherwise, have to anticipate at life's end.
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Loneliness and cynicism are typical of our time; together they contribute to the
breakdown of our mores, our moral fibre, our mental health, our outlook on life. It is
little wonder we are seeing a marked increase in societal violence as personal anger
escalates. For an increasing number of people substance abuse offers temporary
relief from inner pain, and for an alarming number suicide promises the ploy of
permanent relief.
Buttered and salted Chuck Colson, founder of Prison fellowship, challenges
the Church to be both light and salt in the world. He writes, "Today, many writers
reveal in their work the incoherence, shattered logic, and relativistic chaos that mark a
culture which has lost its understanding of concepts like sin, redemption, forgiveness,
and grace. So when a writer who is a Christian crafts words and stories that spring
from a world-view informed by truth-he or she is salting modern culture" (The Body
374).
It is my sincere belief that this film has within it the seeds of hope that so many
are seeking, consciously or unconsciously. Our church buildings bear signs warmly
inviting unbelievers to enter and participate in our worship services, Bible studies, and
fellowship events, but for the most part they are Ignored by the busy world as it
passes by. I placed sermon titles weekly on a board outside our inner city parish and
not once in four years did anyone tell me, "Pastor, I saw your sermon title and came
to hear the sermon." The growth we experienced was primarily due to our going into
a 90 square block area and knocking on doors. A secular film with a gospel message
built into the script has more of an opportunity to reach those passersby than any
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Other instrument. This is especially true when the film is later placed on video for
public release and another whole marketplace for evangelism is opened to it. If it is
shown on television as a movie special there is yet a third opportunity to reach the
church passers with the gospel of Christ.
As surely as our civilization is in transition from a manufacturing society to one
of information, so we are passing from a reading to a viewing society. Educators
decry the number of hours children spend before the televsion set in comparison to
the hours spent in reading good literature. It seems unlikely this trend will reverse
itself while television endures. The ease of access to movies through the VCR gives
young people as well as their elders countless avenues of escape from activity. We
have become for the most part a passive generation. Because this is true it is
incumbent on the Christian community to seek ways in which to penetrate that viewing
market with the only genuine message of hope most of these people will ever see and
hear. I agree with Colson-salting modern culture is our task!
God's Word on celluloid. Writing on "the intrusive Word of God," M. Robert
Mulholland, Jr. offers an insightful definition of the Word of God: "the Word of God is
the action of the presence, the purpose, and the power of God in the midst of human
life" (Shaped by the Word 40-41). A motion picture by definition is chiefly composed
of "action." A movie presenting God's merciful love to the unchurched person comes
before the viewer's eyes and heart as a God who acts, who has in fact presented
Himself to the viewer where the viewer is, not where the pastor of the local church
would like the person to be. The greater possibility of conviction and conversion exists
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than was there when the viewer drove past the church without even seeing it, much
less being intrigued by the sermon title. Jockey Pat Day has earned the respect of his
fellow jockeys not only for his formidable talents in the saddle but for his open
testimony to God's gracious hand on his life. Pat was not converted in a church
service. His conversion occurred one night as he watched television in a motel room
in Miami, hearing Jimmy Swaggart preaching the gospel. More in awe than in ridicule
his peers in the Jockeys Room call Pat, "Little Jesus." Robert Mulholland sees that
"poems, novels, plays can also become spiritual reading because all of these human
vehicles can become channels for the action of God's presence, purpose, and power
to penetrate our own lives" (Mulholland 41). I would simply add to his list,
"screenplay.'
Those of us raised on the basically moral filmfare of the Golden Age of movies,
when the "good guy" inevitably won the victory in conflict situations with the "bad guy,"
also enjoyed the stereotypical meal at the Bijou or the Roxy, a bag of hot buttered
popcorn, lightly salted. One thin dime bought the bag for us. Try two dollars in one
of the nameless little boxes that have replaced the grand movie palaces of those
bygone years! And the popcorn is always too salty! I see a paradigm here for the
Church in its evangelistic mandate. A secular film is acceptable "popcorn" for a
secular audience. By nature it comes with the butter already on it. By title and
advance notice the audience is prepared to enjoy it. It presents no "religious" threat to
them. The Christian film with its gospel message of salvation, or as they would see it,
"goody goody living," is not palatable and must be avoided. But what of the secular
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film that contains a gospel message within it? Unadvertised as "Christian," or even
"religious," it comes to the secular audience in lightly salted form. The message is not
diminished one bit in its power because it appears on the secular screen; rather the
miracle is that it got there at all. The Church needs to credit God for his infinite
wisdom in seeing to it that Eric Liddell's story reached the secular screen in
unadulterated form in Chariots of Fire. That film could easily have lost its gospel
punch in the hands of almost any producer but David Puttnam.
Further in his interview with the British producer. Bill Moyers asked another
pointed question: "What did you mean when you said on one occasion that Hollywood
is a godless place?" Puttnam's answer stands as tremendous encouragement to those
convinced that the Church must take our lightly salted message straight into the
secular world where they sit watching screens large and small, and present it to them
in some buttered form they are willing to pay to see. Puttnam responded, "I meant
that it's a place that has managed to convince itself that the rule of cause and effect
doesn't function. Some of the deals that go on, the self serving quality of many
people within that society-there's a notion that somehow or other there isn't a price to
pay. Now, interestingly enough, the price that's being paid is in the quality of the
movies. I'm not talking about the success of the movies, but about the underlying
quality of the movies. As you move around Hollywood in any reasonably sophisticated
group, you'll find it quite difficult to come across people who are proud of the movies
that are being made" (Moyers 320).
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Spotting the salt. I believe that Earl's baptismal scene at age thirteen, with only
a bit of preaching preceding it, will implant at the unconscious level at least the seeds
of hope for the unsuspecting viewer. There are no other "church" scenes as such until
the burial office in the high school, but prior to that there is the brief beginning of the
Lord's Prayer said by a character no one will have identified as "religious." The burial
office and the committal at the cemetary will hit just when Earl's death should have
tenderized hearts not ordinarily open to God's intervention. Many years ago Dennis
Bennett gave me a sound piece of advice: preach salvation at every funeral. I have
done that ever since, sometimes to the surprise of the gathered, but no one has ever
complained, rather many have expressed their appreciation. The death of someone
we care about has its own way of reminding each of us of our mortality, and this film
will surely accomplish this if its production is true to the intent of the script.
In the summer of 1960 while attending the summer session at Union Seminary
in New York City, I talked my way into Lee Strasberg's Actor's Studio for some acting
classes. Feeling pity for a poor preacher-theology student they let me in for ten
dollars! My intention was to improve my pulpit communication, not to compete with
the Studio's famous alumni~Rod Steiger, Marlon Brando, Karl Maiden, Eva Marie
Saint, et al. Method acting, Strasberg's adaptation of the Stanislavsky system,
produced some remarkable performances on the screen in some fine films, as in On
the Waterfront, mentioned above. In his autobiographical account of the founding of
the Studio as the venue for teaching The Method, Strasberg explained that "the
Method considers the actor as a creative artist who must translate the ideas,
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intentions, and words of the author into a living presentation. In this presentation, the
sound of the word contains not only meaning, but sensation, emotion, and behavior. A
new reality is achieved-related to the words, but often independent of the words" (A
Dream of Passion 198).
"A new reality... independent of the words" expresses for the writer the intention
of this film, placing as it does the hope of eternal life before movie audiences whose
understanding of God's "line in the sand" is minimal at best. Whether the dialogue is
brilliant or not, whether the acting is Academy Award winning caliber or not-the fact is
that God's Word never comes back to Him without result. The stark contrast between
Earl Dew's Christian character, his inherent goodness, and the badness of so many
film characters in other films, is bound to impress hearts. The rites of the Church and
the preaching of God's uncompromised Word cannot fail to capture the attention of
the most obdurate sinner in the theater's cushioned "pews." This is my hope, my
dream, and my prayer for A Time to Mourn and a Time to Dance.
CHAPTER 4
GO AND GROW
French author-philosopher-pioneer aviator Antoine de Saint-Exupery tells the
story of three Moorish tribal chieftains taken to France by the government in order to
impress the desert warriors with the might of French technology. Surely the sight of
the Eiffel tower, the trains, airplanes, machinery would impress upon them the
hopelessness of fighting guerrilla warfare against the French forces on the Sahara.
They were not impressed. Taken to the French Alps they saw a magnificent waterfall
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cascading down the mountainside from a great height, and they were stupefied. They
refused to stir when requested to move on. Saint-Exupery writes, 'That which came
roaring out of the belly of the mountain was life itself, was the life-blood of man. The
flow of a single second would have resuscitated whole caravans that, mad with thirst,
had pressed on into the eternity of salt lakes and mirages. Here God was manifesting
Himself: it would not do to turn one's back on Him. God had opened the locks and
was displaying His puissance." Told there was nothing more to see, the Moors said,
"We must wait." "Wait for what?" "The end," the chiefs answered. They were dead
certain that "God would grow weary of his madness" (Wind. Sand and Stars. 105).
Saint-Exupery's story means more to me now than when I undertook the
Doctor of Ministry program in 1988-89. I knew at the start I would have to rely upon
God to get me through the program, returning to graduate school after a 24 year
absence, and more especially when it came to crafting a screenplay. I turned to
Scripture for assurance that God would enable me to succeed in the studies and in
the writing of treatment, screenplay, and dissertation. 2 Corinthians 5:7 became my
daily food: "We walk by faith, not by sight." I am happy to confess that these nearly
five years have been faith-growing years in my life and ministry. Many times I have
marveled at God's supply of wisdom and knowledge when I needed it. John 5:14-15
opened each writing session: 'This is the confidence we have in approaching God:
that if we ask anything according to his will he hears us. And if we know that he hears
us~whatever we ask~we know that we have what we asked of him." Believing this
project to be His will for my life at this time, I felt confident in asking Him for the
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wisdom and knowledge I needed to accomplish it, and I am very grateful for His
abundant supply. I can identify with the tribal chiefs transfixed before that waterfall in
the Savoie. Our God is indeed powerful.
A second blessing resulting from engagement with the program was the
heightened awareness of God's gift of creative imagination. I have known for years
that the Lord can utilize the sanctified imagination for his purposes in the ministry of
healing of memories, but the awesome prospect of creating a script for a full-length
motion picture caused apprehension for me when I began to gather resources for the
project. Reading the screenplays and viewing some excellent films further impressed
me with the tremendous challenge offered by screenplay writing. Often I asked
myself, "Where did that exciting creative effort come from?" Our experience with the
C.S. Lewis Institute's "Oxford '91" two-week session at Keble College proved to be
highly instructive and inspirational, for the theme centered in stretching our
understanding of the ways in which God could use our gifts more imaginatively.
Poets, actors, theologians, educators, artists, scientists-all contributed to broadening
my grasp of the creative things God can do through imagination inspired by the Holy
Spirit and used for God's glory. I held Psalm 34:10 before the Lord for the fulfillment
of His word: "The young lions do lack, and suffer hunger, but they that seek the Lord
shall not want for any good thing."
More than any other part of the entire project I found the prospect of writing
dialogue the greatest challenge, for here would be a different task than my historian
training had ever led me to undertake. Although I possessed Earl Dew's
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correspondence to his family, and some quotes he gave to newspaper reporters, most
of the speech in the many scenes would have to be written from the imagination.
Thankfully I could draw upon my own experience on the turf for imagining the race
track setting, but the placing of words coming from the characters in the screenplay
created tension in my soul-until I started to write it. Before long I was awed by the
ease with which the dialogue flowed from scene to scene. As I watched it flow onto
the monitor screen I felt I was not wanting for any good thing!
Several classes contributed to a better grasp on the importance of story in
communicating the gospel. The emphasis on inductive preaching, the right use of
story, and the shaping of our story in spiritual direction, from classes taught by Dr.
Demaray, Dr. Killian, and Dr. Johnson, advanced my understanding of the power of
story. I realized that the years of handling Earl Dew's story gifted my ministry because
it required objective assessment of family values under stress, a pastoral problem we
frequently encounter. Thomas Boomershine pointed me to something I knew I had
been dealing with in the interpersonal relationships in this story, but I had not
pinpointed it accurately until he identified it for me: "A primary factor in human
relationships is emotional distance, which can range from intimacy and identification to
hostility and alienation. In a good story, these dynamics of distance change
constantly in the listener's relationship to the various characters" (Story Journey 75).
The relationship between Earl Dew and his father, John, his mother, Mabel, and the
key figures surrounding him on the race track, provided some helpful insights into the
ways in which family bonds of love sometimes stretch and strain under stress,
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something lil<e the timbers on a wooden hull ship during a heavy storm, creaking,
groaning, yet somehow managing to last out the storm.
Yet another benefit accruing from this study came in working with the problems
of tension, anxiety, fear, and grief. In a fairly perceptive article entitled "The Church
Search," Time magazine chronicles the search for a meaningful relationship with God
by the generation tabbed, "the Baby Boomers." The writers quote Hollywood
screenwriter-director, Michael Tolkin, a Jew: "You have to start thinking about God in
the face of how to raise children in a society that has lost all connection to God"
(Time. 46). Following the universal counsel of authors of books on the craft of
screenwriting, I endeavored to deal with the several apparent sources of conflict in the
Earl Dew story in such a way as to make positive identification with these conflicts an
attainable goal for the eventual audience. The constant possibility of debilitating injury,
the invariable threat of violent death on the track, and the daily striving to ride more
winners than the other jockeys in the highly competitive sport of horse racing-these
tensions exist every day for the riders, their families, and friends. Unlike the other
jockeys in the story. Earl Dew's identification with the Lord provided him with a certain
fearlessness that enhanced his natural riding ability, and enabled him to handle stress
with equanimity unusual in such a young man.
During one of his flights over the Sahara, Saint-Exupery crash landed on the
sands, a frequent experience for pilots carrying the mail from Toulouse to Dakar in
French West Africa. Sudden death at the hands of Moorish tribesmen, or slow death
by dehydration on the burning sands awaited them unless rescue came quickly. In
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the night of despair, before they stumbled on a Bedouin encampment, Saint-Exupery
stated, "It is not danger I love. I know what I love. It is life" (Saint-Exupery, 178).
The pilot's statement perfectly fits the story of Earl Dew's life, for he lived
exuberantly, though not flamboyantly as did some of his peers. As I dealt with the
historical material on his life I became increasingly sensitive to a truth that affects us
all. From personal and pastoral experience I knew there were genuine dangers in our
attempts to manipulate the life of another person, acting out of selfish motives we like
to think are actually unselfish. Observing the dynamics of family relationships in the
Earl Dew story highlighted for me a learning surprise. Even though there is the
genuine possibility for danger to change to disaster in another adult person's life, God
has not given us the right to coerce in order to have our own way, no matter how
philanthropic we imagine our motive. We fear the loved one's injury, or worse, their
demise, and love and concern for their well being compels us to interfere in one way
or another. Taking the freedom-giving action, allowing the other person to become
what their heart desires, even a participant in an occupation or avocation considered
hazardous, requires a heady supply of grace. I find it remarkable that John and Mabel
Dew allowed their second son. Dale, to take up the jockey trade, following their
immense grief over Earl's death.
Given the apparent return to the Church for answers that humanism has not
supplied, Baby Boomers and others involved in a spiritual quest will necessarily seek
Christian counsel on just such problems as this: "What is the proper response to
tension, anxiety, fear, and grief?" We are a much-pilled people, but the pills supply
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only temporary escape; the problems remain when the pill wears off. Working with
material on the Dew family heightened my awareness of the very sensitive issues
surrounding the tensions common to life in the late 20th century, and especially those
arising from traumatic experiences, particularly the death of a loved one.
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A TIME TO MOURN AND A TIME TO DANCE
a screenplay by
Richard Alfred O'Driscoll
FADE IN
A STILL SHOT, taken from considerable height, of bucolic beauty, just distinct
enough to be identified but not enough to arouse a lot of curiosity about detail,
because THE WORDS that will now appear on the screen are all important at
this point:
THINK, WHEN WE TALK OF HORSES, THAT
YOU SEE THEM PRINTING THEIR PROUD
HOOFS r TH' RECEIVING EARTH; FOR 'TIS
YOUR THOUGHTS THAT NOW MUST DECK
OUR KINGS, CARRY THEM HERE AND
THERE, JUMPING OVER TIMES, TURNING
THE ACCOMPLISHMENT OF MANY YEARS
INTO AN HOURGLASS.
William Shakespeare
Prologue, Henry V
TITLES may appear over the above scene as it becomes more distinctly
apparent that we are approaching very slowly from our great height a rural
countryside. Large RED BARNS and large WHITE CLAPBOARD HOUSES dot
the landscape. Dairy cattle, black and white, and beef cattle, brown and white,
graze in pastures around every barn. A few narrow streams lined along the
banks with maples and cottonwoods run somnolently across this country, the
kind small boys will fish with long cane poles and swim in on hot summer days
like this one.
EVENTUALLY we will descend to a very distinct OPENING
SCENE-
EXT. FARM COUNTRY, WESTERN IOWA. AUGUST, 1929. DAY
2In the distance we see a barefoot boy in bib overalls, small for his age, standing
alongside a dirt road. Behind him looms a lofty wall of row corn, dark green
and amber, the heads pregnant with milk in the torrid heat of the Midwestern
plains. If Monet were to begin painting this agricultural scene, Gauguin would
have to finish it.
PULL BACK TO REVEAL
Two horsemen circling their horses on the road, no more than a quarter mile
away, glancing at the boy who is holding at arm's length a piece of broomstick
with a red rag tied to its end.
SEVERAL CUTS between horsemen and boy, until--a RED FOX AND HER KITS
trot into view between the rows, spot the boy, and at the vixen's warning YIP to
her kits, the boy involuntarily drops the homemade flag. Up the road the
horses leap into action, thundering past the startled boy thirty seconds later,
obscuring him in a heavy cloud of dust.
CUT TO
JOHN DEW, farmhand, walking his horse slowly. He is small-framed, even-
featured, a natural horseman, and he is frowning.
JOHN
That vixen wake you up, son?
CUT TO
EARL
I'm sorry. Daddy. I didn't mean to drop the
flag, I...
CUT TO
SAM WHITE, lanky and spare, a neighboring farmer. He is not frowning.
Don't be hard on the boy, John. My Bluie's
won the last three races we matched, anyway.
or Ned's just not quick enough to catch her,
that's all! I'll collect my winnings now and be
on my way home.
Taking his four-bit piece, still grinning, he trots Bluie away.
CUT TO
JOHN reaching a hand down to his son, pulling him up behind the saddle.
3PULL BACK TO REVEAL
JOHN AND EARL riding back up the road toward the outskirts of SAC CITY,
seat of the county self-proclaimed as "Popcorn Capital of the World," probably
deserving of it. Cattle grazing in the pastures notwithstanding, it is patently
clear: in this country, corn is king.
CUT TO
EXT. THE DEW HOME ON NORTH FIFTH STREET. DAY
Only three other small frame houses stand between this little white home and
the edge of the green jungle surrounding the town.
CUT TO
John and Earl dismounting, turning Ned into a small corral adjoining the two-
stall shed behind the house. Earl's Shetland pony, DAISY, greets them with a
whinny as they pass onto the back porch.
CUT TO
MABEL DEW, standing in the doorway, a frail little woman in a plain dress, her
forehead creased with worry lines before her time, reflecting the hardship of
bearing four children in meager circumstances.
CUT TO
INT. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT.
JOHN
-I know he's only eight, but he's got to learn
responsibility. When I was his age�
MABEL
(fretfully)
�seems like every time you race that horse
we lose money we can't afford. Fifty cents
would of bought Beth's school mittens and
more. Anyway, you ought not to be racing
horses on the Sabbath with Sunday School
hardly over.
4JOHN
(cajoling a little)
Now, Mother, Beth'll get her mittens, you
know that. I'll...
MABEL
(gathering steam)
And another thing, while we're talking about
race horses. You know how I feel about Earl
being out there with you. First thing you know
he'll be getting ideas about riding races, too.
Mama Dew told me how worried she was
when you run off to follow the horses all over
Tennessee, and her not knowing where you
was half the time. Believe me, John Dew, I'm
not raising no jockeys in this household! Earl
may a weighed three and a half pounds when
he was born, but that don't mean he has to
be a jockey when he grows up.
EXT. SAC COUNTY FAIRGROUNDS. JULY 4, 1933. DAY
For a few days the gaiety of the Sac County Fair offsets the gravity of the Great
Depression now in its third disheartening year. The livestock barns beyond the
half-mile track are full of mooing, grunting, baahing animals awaiting the judges
decisions before the blue ribbons are awarded.
CUT TO
THE RACE TRACK, where seven meticulously groomed ponies walk sedately
past the crowded covered grandstand, their excited young riders attempting to
appear calm and professional. Near the top of the short straightaway they turn
and form a line across the track. At the starter's PISTOL SHOT seven ponies
leap forward, ribs pounded by aspirants eager for the dollar prize and coveted
ribbon.
PAN WITH THE FIELD staying bunched around the track until the final turn for
home when one nondescript Shetland manages to find the inside lane and
shoots through to victory by a length. Twenty feet beyond the line DISASTER
strikes the winning jockey when a MUTT strays out on the track, causing DAISY
to bolt to the outside, THROWING EARL to the track as she gallops off.
CUT TO
EARL, sitting up, spitting dirt, grimacing, holding his left arm. JOHN AND
MABEL are among the first to run from the stands to assist the fallen rider.
5CUT TO
MABEL AND JOHN. CLOSE.
MABEL
Earl, are you alright? John, his arm!
JOHN
Sit still, son. Doc Spence'll be here in a
second.
EARL
Daddy, I win it. Did you see me? Daisy and
me win it, easy. That durned old dog run out
there before we could pull up!
With the arrival of the PHYSICIAN EARL is helped off the track, the broken arm
confirmed. A round of applause from the crowd follows the announcement of
the winner: "Earl Dew, on Daisy."
CUT TO
EXT. PASTOR CA. UNDERWOOD'S OFFICE, FIRST CHRISTIAN CHURCH,
SAC CITY. MARCH, 1934. DAY
MABEL
I don't understand. Pastor. You mean I
shouldn't worry about my son wanting to be a
jockey? He's only thirteen and he's already
talking about riding races this summer up at
Alta. John's no help, 'cause Earl knows his
dad rode when he was a kid. Seems like all a
boy wants to do is follow his daddy's
footsteps. Sometimes I think it's John's Indian
blood makes Earl want to ride horses.
UNDERWOOD
Indian?
MABEL
John don't talk about it, but his mother is full-
blood Cherokee.
UNDERWOOD
I didn't know that, Mabel.
6MABEL
All Earl talks about at home is riding, riding,
riding. I am worried! I don't want my boy
riding those dangerous race horses, not now,
not ever!
UNDERWOOD
Mabel, I know how you feel. I'm not happy
about Earl's interest in going to the race
tracks, either, but there's something you have
to consider. Maybe you and John haven't
talked about this yet.
MABEL
I don't know what you mean, I...
UNDERWOOD
Mabel, when a boy has a dream-well, its kind
of like the pioneers that settled this country.
They looked out on the bunchgrass, but they
saw corn. They looked at the deer, but they
saw cattle. They had a dream, and they built
their whole life around that dream. That's the
way a boy builds on a dream.
MABEL
But why, in God's name, does my boy have to
dream about riding race horses? Why can't
he dream about farming or owning the
garage, like the other boys in town?
UNDERWOOD
I can't answer that question for you, Mabel.
Only God can. But I'll tell you this. If a parent
kills a dream their child is holding on to, they'll
kill something more at the same time. They'll
kill something in that child's soul, something
that can't be replaced, no matter how you try
later on.
MABEL
(sniffling slightly)
I don't know. God knows I want my son to be
happy, but racing-all that gambling, the fast
company he'd be keeping-
7UNDERWOOD
(eyes twinkling)
Why don't you talk it over with John? Bring
Earl to Revival next week. Just maybe God
will change Earl's mind about this jockey
business and your worries will be over.
INT. FIRST CHRISTIAN CHURCH. NIGHT.
With every pew filled, Revivalist Millard is preaching to an attentive audience.
Nearing the end of his message he points to several parts of the church.
MILLARD
Are you ready to face God, tonight? If He
should call your name tonight, what would you
answer? Have you come to that place in your
life where you are sure your sins are forgiven?
Have you repented-or procrastinated? The
Bible says, 'Now is the day of salvation.' Are
you willing to come to Calvary's cross tonight,
to surrender your life to Christ? Do you want
to be born again of water and the Holy Spirit
as Jesus says we must if we are to enter the
kingdom of God? If you are ready tonight to
accept God's offer of eternal life, get up out of
your seat, and walk down this aisle. Kneel
here at the altar and receive the Lord Jesus as
your Savior. Make Him the Lord of your life!
Come.. .come.. .come.
BETH DEW
(whispering)
Mama, I want to go. Will you come with me?
MABEL
I'm going, dear. Earl?
EARL
I don't know, Mama--I'm thinking-
CUTTO
UNDERWOOD AND MILLARD, STANDING HIP DEEP IN THE BAPTISMAL
TANK. One small thirteen-year old boy stands between them, looking a little
sheepish, awed but determined.
8UNDERWOOD
Johnnie Earl Dew, on the evidence of your
confession of faith, I baptize you, in the name
of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost.
A BIG SPLASH, as he lowers the convert backwards beneath the water, lifting
him up quickly to a standing position. There is more wonderment in Earl's eyes
than anything else.
CUT TO
EXT. FRONT YARD OF DEW HOME. JULY, 1936. DAY
JOHN, MABEL, BETH, and DALE, watching EARL throw his suitcase into the
bed of ED LOOMIS' battered old pickup, hitched to an equally battered one-
horse trailer. Earl turns to assure his mother he will be safe.
EARL
Mama, don't worry none. Ed'll take good care
of me. Besides, I'm fifteen now, and I can
take care of myself. Daddy was riding when
he was my age!
JOHN
Earl's right. Mother. They'll only be gone a
few days. South Dakota's not that far away.
ED
Now, don't you worry your head, Mabel. I
promise Earl'll be just fine. I'll see to it he eats
plenty, especially if this little mare wins us a
race or two out there. Earl's been galloping
her all winter at the Fairgrounds and she takes
to him real well.
MABEL
Earl, you promise me you'll write me a card
soon's you get there.
EARL
I will, Mama. Bye, Daddy-Beth, Bunchey, you
feed Daisy like you promised. Bye, Mama.
ED
Come on, Earl~we got us a race to win at
Crow Creek. Let's get going!
9CUT TO
EXT. CROW CREEK RESERVATION, SOUTH DAKOTA. DAY.
South Dakota is cowboy country, but it belongs to the Sioux and everybody
knows it. Looking down on the primitive race track carved out of sage and
ponderosa pine, it is evident the whites are guests of the Lakota's. Fords and
Chevys, Dodges and Studebakers, horse-drawn wagons, saddle horses tied to
long picket lines strung between the trees in the old frontier Cavalry manner-
however they got here they've come for a good time, two days of racing and
good talk accomplished Indian style, on Indian time, on Indian land, land
wrested long ago from other tribes, finally wrested from them by the U.S. Army,
but not until they had exacted a terrible price: the defeat of General Custer's
Seventh Cavalry on the Little Bighorn.
A SIGN ABOVE THE ENTRANCE IDENTIFIES THE "CROW CREEK RACES" as
LOOMIS' PICKUP AND TRAILER enters the grounds, stirring more dust into the
air. There is no clear path through the tepees; Indian children and their dogs
run freely in every direction, chasing and being chased. Here and there groups
of ranchers, cowboys, town folks from Pierre, mingle with the Sioux men,
discussing the races set for tomorrow.
ED
Look there. Earl. Did you ever see so many
Injun people in all your life! Look at them
tepees, will ya? Imagine livin' in one of them
come winter!
EARL
Can't be too bad, Ed. 'Peers they been doing
it a long time.
ED
You see a place we can light? I'm mighty
tired of driving, and the mare is sure needing
some exercise. When we get her unloaded,
see you can find some pasture and let her
graze a little, maybe down by that creek we
crossed back there.
CUT TO
EXT. CAMPGROUND. NIGHT
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All through the grounds surrounding the race course Sioux women cook
venison, fry bread, canned goods from the grocery, over open fires between
the lodges, while the men and children wait patiently for the evening meal.
White guests gather around their own fires, cooking baked beans, roasting
wieners. There is a general sense of friendliness between the groups, and
Indian children are treated to marshmallows hot off the fire on sticks they have
gathered. In this setting it would be easy to dismiss, at least for these two days,
the painful memories of the Little Bighorn and Wounded Knee.
CUT TO
ED, whittling on a stick, while Earl polishes to burnished perfection his first pair
of real jockey boots, black with red tops.
CUT TO
DAVID RUNNING ELK, approaching so silently over the pine needle carpet that
Ed involuntarily gasps when he realizes they have company.
ED
(a little nervously)
Uh, hi there! What's your name, young fella?
DAVID
My name's David.
ED
I'm Ed, this here's Earl Dew. Earl's riding in
the races tomorrow. Say, you're about Earl's
size. You ridin' tomorrow?
DAVID
I will ride my father's horses.
EARL
Gee, that's swell, David. Maybe we'll ride in
the same race, (noticing David hasn't taken
his eyes off his boots, Earl holds them out to
his new friend)
DAVID
Your boots?
EARL
They sure are. Wanna try'em on?
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David squats, pulls off his beaded moccasins, pulls the boots on over bare feet.
Pointing to the moccasins, he invites Earl to try them on.
DAVID
My mother-she is very good with moccasins.
Then, without further words, David is out of the boots, into his moccasins, and
gone.
THE DRUMS ARE GOING NOW, muted at first, then LOUDER and more
insistent, various drummers on the grounds vying with one another for the best
rhythms-the sonorous SONGS catch up to the drums as the dancing starts.
For the whites staring at the dancers shuffling around the fires in perfect time to
the drums, it is an awesome scene, perhaps bringing up a little apprehension
based on memories of Saturday mornings at the Rex when movie scenes like
this were generally a prelude to a war party's departure to collect white scalps.
ED
You reckon they're gonna keep this up all
night? I ain't gonna get a bit of sleepi
EARL
(grinning, not so angelically)
Ed, I reckon there's something you oughta
know about me-
ED
Yeah? What's that?
EARL
See them Indians out there? I'm one of them.
My Grandma Dew down in Tennessee is full
Cherokee. My daddy is half Cherokee.
Mama says I'm quarter Cherokee. I reckon I
am, 'cause I sure like them drums.
ED
Well, I'll be! Don't that beat all! I got me an
Indian jockey! Reckon I better quit griping
'bout them drums-you might scalp me 'fore
morning.
EARL
Don't worry about that, Ed. I left my jackknife
back home.
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CUT TO
INT. THE ROUGH-HEWN SHED SERVING AS A JOCKEY'S ROOM. DAY
Earl sits on a bench, pulling on his riding boots, dusting them with a rag; David
appears by his side. Pausing only momentarily, he speaks quietly.
DAVID
Your horse runs good?
EARL
She's fast, alright. Why?
DAVID
Watch out.
EXT. THE HORSES PARADING TO THE POST. DAY
David, mounted on a rawboned gray, moves up beside Earl on Missy Dee as
they approach the rusty old starting gate.
DAVID
You ride like we ride. Not like other whites
that come here.
EARL
(pleased)
Maybe that's 'cause I'm part Cherokee.
DAVID
You better ride like Cherokee.
ALL WE WILL SEE of the race is head on as the field of seven or eight fly down
the stretch straight toward the CAMERA. Two horses MOVE IN ON EARL'S
MOUNT in an obvious attempt to squeeze Missy Dee out of contention. As
though on cue, a big gray horse moves over to the outside "squeezer" until they
are running neck and neck. CLOSE ON DAVID'S HAND as it slips under the
boot of the squeezing horse's rider and begins to lift gently. Then CLOSE ON
the horrified face of the RIDER as he feels his body rising from the saddle,
realizing he is about to fly out into space. Kicking loose from DAVID'S hand, he
loses control of his squeezing effort, and Earl's mount moves ahead to win by
half a length. Pulling up around the turn, EARL looks over at DAVID cantering
by his side.
EARL
Thanks, David. I sure needed your help back
there.
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DAVID
(grinning mischievously)
You, Cherokee okay-but you ride like Lakota.
DISSOLVE TO
EXT. THE HASS FARM, SAC CITY. MAY, 1937. DAY
GRANDPA CHARLIE HASS, portly, affable, affectionate, sets a milk pail down
for the barn cats, and walks back to the front porch of the big, two-story home
on the road leading south from town toward the Missouri border. EARL is a
little taller, filled out some, but still a small man at 5'2" and under 110 pounds.
As they SIT DOWN on the porch swing, Earl approaches a delicate subject.
EARL
Grandpa, I been thinking about something.
GRANDPA
What's that, son?
EARL
I want to quit school next spring and go to the
tracks, the big ones. I'm old enough now to
get a license to ride, and Mr. Lake told me
he'd introduce me to his owner friends at Ak-
Sar-Ben over to Omaha.
GRANDPA
I reckon you'll have to get your folks'
permission. Earl. That might be kinda difficult
seein's how your Ma feels about you riding.
EARL
I know. Grandpa. I figured-l thought maybe
you could talk to Mama for me. I don't think
Daddy will mind my going. He knows I don't
like school no more'n he did, and he knows
the good riders get started real young, so's
they can learn the ropes before they get too
old. But Mama's different-all she can think
about is me getting hurt.
GRANDPA
Son, go in and fetch me the scrapbook. I
want to show you something.
EARL returns, carrying a large SCRAPBOOK as though it were an icon.
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GRANDPA
How long we been keeping this, Earl? Three,
four years now? Started it when you won that
pony race at the Fair on 'ol Daisy--
EARL
I remember, Grandpa.
GRANDPA
When your folks let you go to riding the fairs,
we got to collecting right many articles about
young jockey Dew.
EARL
Yes, sir, we did.
GRANDPA
(flipping the pages slowly)
Look here-all them places you won races-
"Sac City Rider Wins Feature"~"lowa Jockey
Leads Fair Meet"-"Dew Rides Triple"~look at
all these places, Earl-Fonda, Grand Island,
Creston, Broken Bow, Ogalalla, Burwell, and
plenty more besides. I recollect you won
almost every race they had on that rodeo
track at Burwell.
EARL
I reckon so. Grandpa. But-
GRANDPA
(watching a truck laden with silage
RUMBLE past)
Watching you grow up I been real proud of
your riding since that day at the Fair. Most
boys your age ain't got the least idea what
they want to do with their life. All's they can
think about is football and girls. You're
different. Earl. You got a plan for your life
them boys ain't got.
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EARL
I do know where I'm going, alright. Sometimes
I lay awake at night thinking about it. I can
see it plain as day-me, sitting in the starting
gate waiting for the bell-it's the Kentucky
Derby, and I know I'm going to win it!
GRANDPA
That's what I mean, Earl. Some day you're
gonna have to tell your folks about that
dream-maybe that'll help persuade your Ma
that being a jockey is what you're supposed
to do with your life. Maybe she'll see it your
way.
EARL
I sure hope so, Grandpa.
CUT TO
EXT. IOWA STATE FAIR, DES MOINES. AUGUST, 1936. DAY
PAN ACROSS AN AMAZING KALEIDOSCOPE of whirling midway rides, food
stands, stock barns, farm implements, cotton candy, balloons, BARKERS, and
stuffed animals, as the Dews drive into the grounds, surrounded by thousands
of fun seekers. A huge banner stretched across the MIDWAY announces
HARNESS AND RUNNING RACES TODAY.
INT JOCKEYS ROOM. DAY
The Chief Steward, explaining the rules of racing for a small group of excited
youngsters and a few grizzled and bored, over-the-hill veteran riders.
STEWARD THOMPSON
...so any intentional infraction of racing rules
will be severely dealt with. Is that clear to
everybody? (following a few nods and silent
assent he relaxes) Now then, we have a
special guest today. I want you to meet a
jockey from right here in our state, one of the
finest riders in America, Mr. Mack Garner,
from Centerville. Mack has consented to say
a few words before the races. You older men
will recall Mack winning the Kentucky Derby a
couple of years ago on a horse called
Cavalcade, (chorus of envy from young riders)
Mack.
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Mack Garner is spare, a little wizened, wrinkled from squinting down too many
straightaways under a hot sun, nicely dressed in a white linen suit, panama hat
in hand.
MACK
Fellas, I'm glad to be here--not much of a
public speaker~(appreciative laughter) Just
want to encourage you to ride hard, do your
best on every horse, and keep your eye out
for the other boys, especially if you see
trouble developing in front of you. Don't try
for holes where there ain't plenty of room to
go through. Some of my friends are pushing
up daisies 'cause some boy tried to make a
hole where there wasn't any hole. Stay back
far enough so's you don't run up on the heels
of that horse in front of you, and keep your
mind on what you're doing. Concentration is
the name of this game. Well, enough's
enough. Good luck, and good riding.
CUT TO
Passing Mack on his way out to ride in the first race. Earl smiles at GARNER,
and receives one in return.
CUT TO
MACK, standing at the rail watching the finish of the race, with EARL'S MOUNT
WINNING in a rush by a neck.
CUT TO
EARL, returning from the scales, hears a familiar VOICE.
MACK
How long you been riding like that?
EARL
Since I was twelve, Mr. Garner, mostly county
fairs.
MACK
The kid on the gray should of won. You just
flat outrode him.
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EARL
Thanks, Mr. Garner. Thanks very much.
MACK
How old are you?
EARL
I'm sixteen.
MACK
Earl, I'm gonna tell you something. Forget
about these fairs. You're good enough right
now to move up. You've got the seat, the
hands, and the ability to rate a horse. Don't
waste it riding the bushes. Find somebody
that'll introduce you to a trainer running a
good stable on the big apple. I'll help you if I
can.
EARL
Gee, thanks a lot, Mr.-(GARNER interrupting:
"Mack, kid, just Mack")...Mack. Thanks a
whole lot!
INT. DEW HOME, SAC CITY. MARCH, 1938. NIGHT
Early spring and the snow is melting on the fields. John reads the Omaha
Morning World Herald: while Mabel knits, Earl and Beth do homework.
JOHN
Says here Ak-Sar-Ben's gonna break all
records for attendance this summer, in spite
of hard times, and betting records, too.
Wonder how they can tell that, when half the
country's still out of work?
Mabel declines comment, but Earl spots the opening he's been waiting for.
EARL
Dad-Mom--l been thinking about something
since last summer. I-I want to quit school
and go to the big tracks.
Silence follows, as Mabel puts down her knitting and John shifts uneasily in his
chair--
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JOHN
I guess I'm not surprised, son. I know you
don't have a lot of likin' for books. Reckon I
didn't, either, when I was your age. What do
you think. Mother?
Nonplussed, MABEL stares straight ahead.
MABEL
You know what I want for Earl, John. I just
never could make you understand, either one
of you. You and me, we never had much
chance for an education, times being what
they were when we were growing up. I always
wanted the children to have more, to get
ahead, (turning to face Earl) I know you'd
rather ride race horses than anything in the
world, but you know how I worry about you
when you're out there, (perplexity increasing) I
don't know-l guess-l guess I've done all I
can-
EARL
You mean it's okay. Mama, I can quit school
this spring?
JOHN
I think that's what your mother means, Earl.
EARL
Golly, that's swell. Mama! Thanks, Dad!
That's great! Can I call Grandpa and tell him?
CUT TO
EXT. AK-SAR-BEN RACE TRACK, OMAHA, NEBRASKA. JUNE, 1938. DAY
Early morning on the backstretch, a magical combination of sights and sounds-
-horses being walked, rubbed, hosed down, fed and watered-a myriad of
trainers, grooms, exercise boys, jockeys, owners, jockey agents, feed men; a
few wives and daughters work among them.
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CUT TO
TWO STEWARDS OF THE RACE MEET, binoculars on a LONE RIDER breezing
a horse down the stretch until he passes their STAND-turning to each other
they nod approval.
CUT TO
EARL riding the sweating horse into the STABLE AREA where LYMAN REED
has stalls for the summer meet. He has just ridden six furlongs under the
watchful eyes of the Stewards, and will now be licensed as a jockey to ride on
recognized tracks. He is seventeen and weighs 107 pounds. Several GROOMS
AND EXERCISE RIDERS CALL OUT CONGRATULATIONS.
CUT TO
JESSE WASHINGTON, REED'S BLACK GROOM, stirring a hot mash in a feed
bucket.
Jesse
You look mighty fine out there, young fella!
EARL
Thanks, Jess. I hope so. Anyway, they told
me I passed okay. First time since I was a kid
I was nervous about riding!
Jesse
You gotta get you some good horses to ride,
now. Mr. Reed's got a couple can run a little,
but you gotta find you some more good ones,
boy, you wanna be a rider. Yessir, you sure
do! I keep my ears open for you, boy. I hear a
man's looking for a good bug boy, I tell him
where to find you.
EARL
That's swell of you, Jess. Say, my folks are
coming down Saturday to see me ride.
Maybe you can meet 'em!
CUT TO
EXT. THE SADDLING PADDOCK. DAY
Horses fill the open stalls around the covered paddock, trainers instructing their
riders in quiet tones, owners looking on with pride, betters crowding the rail to
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catch a glimpse of the sleek thoroughbreds groomed to perfection. With
saddles cinched, THE CALL, "RIDERS UP!" signals what is really the beginning
of the race, for now the jockeys take command, crossing and tying reins,
adjusting stirrup leathers, preparing for the exit to the track.
CUT TO
JOHN AND MABEL watching as REED leads HOT CINDERS around the circle,
catching EARL'S eye; he smiles and waves his whip.
Anxiety shows on MABEL'S face as she takes JOHN'S arm for support.
ON THE TRACK, EARL canters his mount slowly toward the starting gate, an
outrider holding one rein with him to keep the mare in check.
CUT TO
THE STARTING GATE, where EARL glances at the rider on either side of him,
pulls his goggles down and leans forward over the withers, waiting for the bell.
CUT TO
THE BREAK FROM THE GATE, when eight stall gates bang open
simultaneously, the horses exploding into action, eight riders whooping
"H'YAH!" into sixteen laid back ears. FOLLOW THE FIELD at points until the
home stretch-
ANNOUNCER
"And here they come, down the stretch! Fair
Wagon is on the lead. Bravo Betty is second
by a length. Determination is third by a head,
and Hot Cinders. It's Fair Wagon, Bravo
Betty, and here comes Hot Cinders! It's Fair
Wagon, Hot Cinders, and Bravo Betty-Hot
Cinders takes the lead coming to the wire-Hot
Cinders wins it going away by half a length..."
CUT TO
Galloping back to the finish line, EARL hears:
ANNOUNCER:
"The finish is official. Hot Cinders is the winner,
and folks, the winning jockey is Earl Dew, who
has just won his first race on a recognized
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track. Let's give tliis young rider a big liand
as lie comes into tlie win circle for the photo!"
CUT TO
JOHN AND MABEL, smiling happily, relieved, chatting with A STRANGER who
has watched this race with special interest. The most astute horse trader
among the top trainers on the Midwestern tracks, tall, hawknosed EARL
BEEZLEY is also known as a horseman with a rare talent for developing young
jockeys, teaching them the skills they will need to succeed in this demanding
"Sport of Kings."
CUT TO
INT. CHARLIE'S WINNER CIRCLE DINER. NIGHT
The DEWS are seated in the corner booth with Earl and HAZEL BEEZLEY A
jukebox pours out the hits of the day as diners feed it a continuous diet of
nickels: "This Can't Be Love," "A Tisket-A-Tasket," "You Must Have Been A
Beautiful Baby." BEEZLEY holds the floor near the end of dinner.
BEEZLEY
So you see, John, Mabel, I can do some
things for Earl that Reed just ain't in a position
to do for him. The few horses he's got are
okay for the bushes, but outside of the mare
Earl won on today, he's outclassed even here
at Omaha, much less the bigger tracks where
I run. I can guarantee Earl a lot of winners,
and put him where he can get plenty of other
mounts for good stables. He don't have to
sign a contract with me, just ride for Hazel and
me when we've got a horse in. What do you
say?
JOHN
Sounds good, Mr. Beezley, but what about
Reed? He gave Earl his start on the fairs and
we let Earl sign with him. How can we get the
contract back from him?
HAZEL
It oughtn't be hard, John, if you explain how
Earl can get ahead if he comes with us. We
can buy the contract if he don't want too
much for it.
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EARL
Say, don't anybody want to know how I feel
about this?
BEEZLEY
Sure we do-you tell us.
EARL
Well, I feel just fine about it! Daddy, is it alright
with you if I go with Mr. Beezley?
JOHN
I think it sounds real good, son. I reckon
you're old enough now to know what's best
for you. Right, Mother? (Mabel nods
uncertainly).
BEEZLEY
Hazel and me are going to lay up this winter
and wait for Oaklawn. I expect Earl could do
right well down in New Orleans. They race all
winter and there's plenty good horses a bug
boy can get on. This summer he might ought
to go on to Chicago. Sportsman's Park's a
half-mile bullring like the fairs he's been riding,
and a bug boy can do himself some good
there. If Reed'll let him go, Earl's ready for the
Windy City. How about it, pard?
EARL
If you think I'm ready~my Uncle Jim lives up
there, so I reckon I'll have one friend, anyhow.
JOHN
Then it's settled. I'll talk to Lyman in the
morning. Earl can come home for a day or
two before Chicago. That'll make his mother
happy, won't it, dear?
DISSOLVE TO
EXT. SPORTSMAN'S PARK, CHICAGO. GETAWAY DAY. AUGUST, 1938.
LOOKING DOWN ON THE WINNER'S CIRCLE crowded with track officials, civic
dignitaries, newspaper photographers, racing columnists, and the track
announcer jostling for space around the ring.
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ANNOUNCER
Ladies and Gentlemen, now standing with MR.
HAYES BROWN, General manager of
Sportsman's Park, is Jockey Earl Dew, leading
rider of the 1938 meet. Mr. Brown:
BROWN
Earl, it is our pleasure to present you with this
handsome gold watch in recognition of your
riding the most winners at our meet this
summer. You have not only shown talent but
exceptional sportsmanship in your conduct as
a jockey. On behalf of the management of the
track, the horsemen, and your fellow riders I
am proud to present you with this fine Bulova
wristwatch as an emblem of your
championship. We hope you will return to
compete here at Sportsman's again next year.
EARL
(grinning ear to ear and blushing)
Thank you, Mr. Brown. I want to thank the
trainers that gave me the good horses to win
on. (tongue-tied, he stops, to a round of
applause in the circle)
CUT TO
EXT. DEW HOME, SAC CITY. DAY
After a few days at home, EARL is departing for Dixie, traveling with DEE AND
DOROTHY EMERY, a jockey's agent and wife-Dee recommended by Beezley
as a hustler, an agent who can obtain good horses at the Fairgrounds track in
New Orleans.
JOHN
Earl, you'd better write us often, keep your
mother from worrying about you too much.
EARL
I will. Daddy, I promise. Dorothy says if I don't
she won't feed me.
DOROTHY
He's right, Mabel. No letters, no fried chicken.
Ain't that so, Dee?
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(amid general laughter)
DEE
That's right. And you don't have to worry
about your boy, Mabel. Dorothy's made me
promise to keep Earl's mind on riding, case
he's of a mind to go looking for them pretty
Southern belles!
MABEL APPEARS CLOSE TO TEARS-for New Orleans is another world,
another culture, and a long winter away.
MABEL
Earl, honey, please be careful when you're
riding. Don't take no unnecessary chances,
promise?
EARL
I won't. Mama. And come Christmas, I'm
gonna send you and everybody a whole crate
of them oranges they got down there. Dee
says they're cheap as can be!
A round of hugs and kisses, and the Emerys pull Earl into the car for the long
haul south.
EXT. JOPLIN, MISSOURI. DUSK
Shadows lengthen as the Dodge pulls into TINY'S TOURIST CABINS on the
outskirts of this western Ozark Mountains town. The motel is typical of the time,
a line of narrow one room units joined by covered car ports. TINY, a huge man
in faded coveralls, toothpick dangling, emerges to greet the party.
CUT TO
TINY
Looking for a room, folks? (not waiting for an
answer) Got a nice unit right back there.
Cabin Number Ten-all made up, two beds.
Dollar fifty for the night. If'n your hungry,
there's Fred's Bar-B-Q right around the bend
in the road. Jest keep on a walking, cain't
miss her.
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CUT TO
INT. FRED'S OZARK BAR-B-Q. NIGHT
A JUKEBOX IS WAILING plaintive country music, guitar and banjo songs about
broken marriages, broken friendships, broken hearts.
DEE
Don't them people ever sing something
happy? Butch, pass the spuds. Like I was
saying, them folks down South got different
ways about'em. They ain't like the people you
was raised with in Iowa. They's..they's just
different, that's all. Ain't that so, Dot?
EARL
Up in Chicago I rode with a jock from
Louisiana and he didn't seem so different,
'cept he talked a little funny, kind of foreign
like. Said his people was Cajuns. When he'd
get excited during a race, or after in the
Jock's room, he'd forget and talk something
else, French, I guess. But he was nice, and
he even invited me to come home with him if I
rode the Fairgrounds.
DOROTHY
What Dee's trying to tell you, hon, is that the
people down there, 'fact from here on south,
they got a different idea about other people. I
mean, about...colored folks-Negroes. You
understand?
EARL
No, ma'am, I sure don't.
DEE
What Dot is tryin' to tell you. Butch, is that
you're gonna have to get along with Southern
ways. The whites don't mix with the Negroes,
much, hardly at all.
EARL
We had a colored family back home, but I
never thought much about them being
different. We just all grew up together.
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Rayford and me, we went fishing all the time.
We was good friends I
DEE
Well, just remember what we told ya. Butch.
It's different, that's all.
DISSOLVE TO
EXT. THE LAKE PONCHARTRAIN BRIDGE. TWILIGHT.
Dusk is drifting toward nightfall as the EMERY CAR rolls south across the long,
low bridge over the shallow lake bordering the Queen City of the Mississippi
Delta. ACROSS THE LAKE the first LIGHTS are sparkling on; as they drive off
the bridge they pass through A HIGHWAY COMMUNITY of gas stations, tourist
cabins, roadhouses, cafes advertising "Catfish and Country-Fried Steaks."
BLACK CHILDREN play along the road, and EARL SEES his first "WHITES
ONLY" sign on a restaurant door.
EARL
(pointing)
Is that what you mean?
DOROTHY
That's right, hon, and it's gonna be that way
all winter, so you might as well get used to it.
The only place it's gonna be different is the
Track Kitchen where we all eat together.
EARL
Well, at least that'll seem more like home. Mr.
Beezley told me something once~he said
there was an old race track saying: "ALL MEN
ARE EQUAL ON AND UNDER THE TURF."
Maybe that'll be true, even here.
CUT TO
INT. EMERY'S RENTED HOUSE near America's oldest race track, the historic
FAIRGROUNDS. DAY
Seated at the kitchen table, EARL pens a letter home to the folks.
(OVER) "Dear Folks, well I was glad to get
your letter last week. It sure is warm down
here. Bananas are cheap and I eat a bunch
every day. Dee says if I keep it up he won't
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get no mounts for me, I'll be too heavy to ride!
The Emerys are real nice to me. Dorothy sure
can cook. We have chicken every other night.
I'm glad she don't cook grits. I sure don't like
them much, kind of like dry mush. I win two
yesterday, and three on Saturday. Dee is
getting me some good horses now. I got a
good chance to win the championship here.
They give a gold watch, too. I'll give it to Dad
when I get home in the spring. Tell Bunchey
and Beth I'll send some money for Christmas.
Hope you're feeling better soon, Mother.
Love, Earl.
CUT TO
EXT. THE STARTING GATE. DAY
EARL'S MOUNT IS FRACTIOUS approaching the STARTING GATE, finally
loading with the aid of the GATE MEN and Earl's bat on his hindquarters. TEN
RIDERS lean over the withers; the BELL sends them away, flying. EARL'S
MOUNT is well back in the pack until the final turn for home, when he moves
through on the rail, taking advantage of a narrow opening when the lead horse
drifts a little wide on the turn. This is one of those times Mabel would press
Earl not to take chances, but he will do it anyway because this is how good
riders win races.
As the bay shoots into the opening EARL IS VERY CLOSE ON THE RAIL;
suddenly TOO CLOSE when THE LEADER DRIFTS BACK IN as the field
reaches the straightaway, and EARL'S HORSE IS PUSHED into CONTACT with
the rail. EARL'S LEFT LEG connects for just an instant, then Earl's mount
moves out again as the other rider straightens his horse for the stretch run.
Pounding down the stretch EARL finishes a length or two behind the winner,
but pulling up around the Clubhouse turn he CALLS to the OUTRIDER galloping
nearby.
EARL
(grimacing in pain)
TONY, take him back for me, I'm hurt.
CUT TO
THE FINISH LINE where EARL is helped from the saddle by his VALET,
LEANING on him as he LIMPS back to the scales and helped to a seat. THE
TRACK AMBULANCE ARRIVES to pick him up.
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ANNOUNCER (OVER)
"JOCKEY STEWART report to the Stewards,
immediately."
CUT TO
INT. WESTERN UNION OFFICE. SAC CITY. DAY
CLINT JOHNSON, the normally jocund operator, sits reading the message
coming over the teletype from New Orleans. GROANING ALOUD, he turns to
EDDIE, his young assistant.
CLINT
Eddie, look at this. Earl Dew got hurt down
south-family's gonna have conniptions over
this. Better run it out~no, take your bike.
They'll be in no hurry to get this news.
CUT TO
EDDIE, PEDDLING HIS BIKE along the North Fifth route to the Dew home,
passing the little picnic grounds by the creek and up the low gradient to the
Dew's front gate.
JOHN answers his hesitant knock.
JOHN
Coming, just a second.
(opening the door) Eddie, what brings you
way out here! (signing for it) Thanks, Eddie.
How about a couple of Mabel's butternut
cookies to tide you over till you get back to
the office?
EDDIE
Gee, thanks, Mr. Dew-I'm sorry about-
(realizes he is intruding, excuses himself)
MABEL
What is it, John? Western Union?~John, is it
your mother?
JOHN
No, honey-it's Earl. Now, it's okay, darling,
he's not hurt bad. Sit down a minute while I
read it. Now, Mabel, don't-he's gonna be fine-
-(donning glasses)-it says: EARL GOT HIS
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LEG FRACTURED WHEN A HORSE HIT THE
FENCE. THEY PUT IT IN A CAST. HE WILL
BE OUT SIX WEEKS. HE IS HOME WITH ME
AND DOING FINE. WRITE TOMORROW AND
TELL YOU ALL ABOUT IT. D. EMERY
MABEL
(overwrought)
I knew something like this was going to
happen when he left here. I never felt right
about his going down there in the first place.
Why was he so close to the rail?
JOHN
(taking her in his arms)
I don't know, honey. Most likely he got
bumped by the outside horse. Earl's a good
judge of racing room and he wouldn't take a
chance of getting shut off if he could help it.
Anyhow, we can be grateful he ain't hurt
worse, can't we?
Following a mumbled assent, MABEL can only express her frustration by crying.
CUT TO
INT. TOURO INFIRMARY, NEW ORLEANS. DAY
Stepping back to admire his hard cast on Earl's left leg, DR. ALPHONSE SMITH
smiles at his patient.
DR. SMITH
Not bad. Not bad, if I do say so myself. Yes
sir, I like that. Now, young man, I want you to
stay off this limb for a week while it sets. You
can use these crutches and when I give you
permission, the cane. Until then, no more
horses. Six weeks, maybe longer.
EARL
Doc, can't I even just gallop a few when it
gets to feeling better? Six weeks is a long
time to lay up!
DR. SMITH
(chuckling)
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Florence, get this young jockey out of here
before I put his other leg in a cast, and nnaybe
his mouth, too!
CUT TO
INT. JOCKEYS ROOM, FAIRGROUNDS TRACK. DAY
Now hobbling on crutches, EARL enters the room, greeted by a MOB OF
RIDERS in various states of dress and undress as they prepare for the day's
races. DELPHA CASTILLE pats him on the shoulder. DELPHA is one of many
Cajun youngsters whose boyhood riding on the bayou country bush tracks has
prepared him well for advancement to the major tracks.
DELPHA
Hey, man, what you doing here? You all
crippled up, man! You can't ride no races
around here!
EARL
(taking his friend too seriously)
I just thought I'd see how you fellas was
doing, is all.
ANOTHER RIDER
Aw, don't pay Frenchie no mind, Earl. He's
always jokin'
DELPHA
Sure, just funnin' with you, man! Hey, I told
you we are going to my place this winter.
Next dark day we get us a ride to Lafayette
with the hay man! You meet my Mama, she's
best cook in Acadiana, you bet.
CUT TO
EXT. ANTOINE DUPRE'S EMPORIUM, NEAR ABBEVILLE, VERMILION PARISH.
DAY
A large, sprawling country "store" that more resembles an antebellum trading
post, marked "GRO.-MKT BEER" over the door. During Prohibition the Law
would have marked this place, "speakeasy."
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CUT TO
INT. DUPRE'S STORE. DAY
Delpha appears to be related to everybody crowding the narrow aisles between
rows of canned goods, bottled pop, beer on ice in old fashioned cooler
cabinets, fishing and hunting accessories, a tiny post office counter. A
GAGGLE OF KIDS press Delpha for ice cream cone and pop money; he passes
out nickels in all directions.
EARL AND DELPHA EXIT through the rear door onto a long porch, CROWDED
WITH ADULTS CHATTING IN CAJUN PATOIS; an extraordinary scene quite
hidden by Antoine's store spreads before us. A narrow strip of straightaway
track only a quarter mile in length, divided down the middle by a pole fence
about waist high-an aged four-stall starting gate plugs the far end to the left.
Non-descript pickups and horse trailers are parked without rhyme or reason all
over the grounds. Saddled and unsaddled, horses are tied to vehicles, fences,
or held by children waiting impatiently for daddy to place his bets with his
friends.
CUT TO
EARL
Delpha, I been to a lot of bush tracks but I
ain't never seen anything like this before! Is
that all there is to the track?
DELPHA
That's it. We don't need much to have a
good time. These Quarter Horses run short-
we match'em from fifty yards to a quarter mile.
Don't blink, man, you miss the whole race!
Main thing with our racing is, "Laizzez les bon
temps roulez!" That mean, "Let the good
times roll, man!"!
EARL AND DELPHA watch a race as two horses break from the latch in unison,
their young riders whipping furiously down the lanes for 220 yards.
EARL
Delpha, how do these kids get their folks to
let'em ride so young? They ain't hardly out of
diapers!
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DELPHA
Man, I started riding the lanes when I was
eight. It ain't hard when your papa needs
you, man!
DELPHA TAKES EARL TO HIS FAMILY eating off the tailgate of their old pickup.
DELPHA
Mama, Papa, this is my friend. Earl, like I told
you. He got hurt at the track, so I brought
him with me. Mama, you got the jambalaya
hot like I like it? Here, Earl, try this, man-
warm up your insides, quick, right, Papa?
EARL
I'm pleased to meet you folks-thanks, Delpha.
(tasting the Cajun favorite-his eyes growing
larger as the hot spices hit his intestine-
wheezing a little) Delpha, could I have one of
them Dr. Pepper's?
GENERAL LAUGHTER ENSUES.
DISSOLVE TO
THE FAIRGROUNDS. EARLY SPRING, 1939. DAY
EARL stands at a PHONE BOOTH near the HORSEMEN'S GATE, talking to his
parents at home. The door to the booth is open for ventilation on this warm
day.
EARL
Mama, don't worry yourself none. I feel fine.
Doc Smith says my leg's good as new, I can
ride as often as I want. I been galloping a
bunch every morning, and I'm in good shape
again. Tell Daddy I can't get him no watch
this time, I'm too far behind now to catch up,
but this summer I'll win another meet, and I'll
bring him a good watch. I'm eating real good,
but I got to watch my appetite 'cause 1 put on
a little weight while I was laid up. Yes, I'll be
home for Easter. Mama, I got to go now, I'm
riding in the first race-love you, too.
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CUT TO
EXT. EDDIE, PEDDLING HIS WESTERN UNION BICYCLE UP THE GRADE TO
THE DEW HOME. DAY
EDDIE
Hello? Anybody home?
MABEL
That you, Eddie? What's the matter? John!
JOHN
Come in, Eddie-help yourself to the cookie
jar. Sit down, Mabel. I'm hurrying. ...Says, "IN
A BAD SPILL TODAY EARL WAS LAST AND
FOUR HORSES FELL IN FRONT OF HIM AND
HIS HORSE FELL OVER ONE OF THEM. HE
IS NOT SERIOUSLY INJURED BUT HAS A
PUNCTURED THIGH WOUND AND IS QUITE
SHAKEN UP. WILL BRING HIM HOME FROM
HOSPITAL TOMORROW MORNING. LETTER
FOLLOWS. D. EMERY.
MABEL is visibly jolted. Exiting with a handful of cookies, Eddie glances at her
once and hurries out the door, mumbling thanks as he chews.
JOHN
Earl's gonna be alright, dear. He'll be back
riding in no time.
MABEL
(verging on hysteria)
I don't want him back riding in no time! I
don't want him back riding any time! I'm sick
of his falling, and nearly getting killed!
CUT TO
EXT. The HASS FARM. DAY
MABEL walks with her PARENTS along the pasture fence; beyond, the
Holsteins graze on the lush spring grass. Her whole being exemplifies
dejection; she is as near to brushing depression as she is the barbed wire.
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GRANDMA HASS
Try not to take it so hard, dear-- Earl's gonna
be alright, isn't he. Daddy? Why, he'll be
home in a few days, and you'll see, he'll be
good as new 'fore you know it. (nudging
Grandpa, behind Mabel's back)
GRANDPA
Mother's right, sister. I know you're
discouraged right now, but things'll get better.
MABEL
Daddy, I'm so scared. One of these days
Clint'll show up on the porch with a telegram
in his hands, and his face'll be white and he'll
say, "Mabel, I'm sorry but your son is dead.'
That's what gives me nightmares.
Burying her face in her hands MABEL leans on a fence post at the corner of the
pasture. Before her parents can surround her a BABY CALF pushes its wet
nose through the fence to deliver a friendly push. She turns to be swallowed
up in Grandma's arms, with Grandpa holding them both.
CUT TO
EXT. CHICAGO & NORTHWESTERN R.R. STATION, SAC CITY. LATE
AFTERNOON
THE DEW FAMILY AND A FEW FRIENDS await the arrival of the Omaha-
Chicago train, listening for the plaintive whistle signaling its approach. ON ITS
ARRIVAL they crowd forward to greet EARL, dapper in a new suit, snap brim
hat, shiny wingtip shoes.
EARL
Hi, Mom, Hi, Dad! Beth, Bunchey. Grandpa,
Grandma! You're looking good. Dad! Hope
you got some fried chicken on the stove,
Grandma, I'm starved! Grandpa, how ya
doin'? Yeah, Beth, I brought ya something,
you, too, Bunchey, even got something for
Larry.
MABEL
Earl, is your leg alright? Let me see you walk.
Are you sure, dear? Is it still aching you?
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EARL
(doing a little jig on the platform)
Look! Good as the day I was born! Don't hurt
a bit, Mama! I rode four on Getaway Day,
and win two. Two for four ain't bad, is it,
Daddy?
INT. HASS FARM. NIGHT
Dinner is almost over as GRANDMA brings in the apple pies and GRANDPA the
fresh thick cream for topping.
JOHN
Well, son, now that you're home we can plan
a little fishing-l saw Torkelson's boy hauling a
string of bass up the bank yesterday, right
down here at the bridge-some pretty big ones
for this time a year. How about us going down
tomorrow, early, and see what we can get?
GRANDMA(setting the slices at
each place)
Now, John, let the boy enjoy a
little rest. Goodness knows, he's
been on that train for two days
and nights. 'Spect you didn't get
a wink of sleep, did ya, darlin'?
EARL
Not much. Grandma, but I will tonight! We
can go fishin' in the morning, Daddy. I'll be
up early, anyhow, without no horses to gallop!
CUT TO
MABEL, as "horses" are mentioned-JOHN notices the cloud passing over.
GRANDPA
Tell us what you're planning this summer.
Earl. You going down to Omaha again?
EARL
I am. Grandpa. Mr. Beezley got my contract
from Reed, and he's gonna put me on every
horse in the barn. He's got some good ones
this summer, and we're gonna ship to
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Cleveland after Omaha. He reckons we'll go
on to Columbus and Detroit, maybe River
Downs after that.
CUT TO
BETH, searching for "AMOS 'N ANDY" on the big PHILCO in the corner,
reminding GRANDPA of his earlier resolve to hear the PRESIDENT'S SPEECH.
GRANDPA
John, see if you can find that Chicago station.
President Roosevelt's making his Fireside
Chat tonight and I sure want to hear what he's
gonna say about the war in Europe. Them
Germans is making plenty trouble for
everybody over there. I'm afraid we're gonna
be in it just like 1917.
(JOHN TURNS THE DIAL through a lot of static until he gets a clear signal from
Chicago. The FAMILY settles down to LISTEN; the KIDS sit on the floor with
EARL.)
BRIEF PHRASES FROM FDR'S SPEECH
FOLLOW"
Turning it off, JOHN turns to EARL.
JOHN
I reckon you'll want to join up if we get into
this war.
EARL
(glancing at his mother, then around the
family circle)
I don't know, Daddy-I been thinking on it
some, especially when I was laid up in New
Orleans. I heard the radio everyday, and I
thought about what I'd do if we go to war. I
sure don't hanker to kill nobody. Maybe I
could join the Cavalry. One of them riders
told me they can always use help breaking
horses. He says a lot of jocks did that in the
First World War.
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EXT. AK-SAR-BEN TRACK, OMAHA. JUNE, 1939. DAY
Morning chores on the backstretch over; most HORSEMEN have departed for
lunch. A few lag behind, finishing the ritual of raking up wisps of straw along
the shedrows, putting tack away, rolling bandages to be stored. Standing with
one leg up on a hay bale, BEEZLEY watches EARL wiping saddle soap from a
bridle and hanging it to dry.
BEEZLEY
Butch, I been thinking some. I got an idea
you might like.
EARL
What's that. Boss?
BEEZLEY
You know that kid ol' man Perry's got rubbing
for him? He told me there's a meet going on
at Reno this summer. They got a Derby out
there that might be right for Sobriety-got a
good purse, and the boy says he don't think
we'd have much competition for it. What
would you think if we shipped the colt out
there and you went along for the ride?
EARL
I don't know, Boss. I ain't never been out
West. Are the riders better than here?
BEEZLEY
Butch, you are as good right now as you
need to be and you're gonna get better with
more experience. Reno's just a big bush
track, not much different than Des Moines or
Lincoln. You never had no trouble winning
there, did ya?.
EARL
No, sir. (deliberating) Okay. I'll go to Reno.
I'll take Sobriety and we'll win us a Derby!
BEEZLEY
That's my boy. We'll ship in two weeks, and
Sandy can go out with him on the train. We'll
fly you out. You'll like that, won't you?
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EARL
Sure, Boss-but say, can you still get him in,
this late?
BEEZLEY
(grinning impishly)
Tell ya the truth. Butch, I entered him awhile
back. I just figured you wouldn't mind going.
CUT TO
INT. TRACK KITCHEN. DAY
The backstretch cafe is crowded and NOISY at the noon hour, with trainers,
exercise riders, grooms, jockeys in jeans, cowboy boots, caps turned
backwards; here and there an owner discusses business with his trainer. At the
COUNTER the women take orders for hamburgers, fries, bacon and eggs, chili
con carne and CALL THEM BACK TO THE COOKS.
CUT TO
A TABLE IN MID-ROOM
WHITEY, A TRAINER
Beez, I see ya got FELICIA GAL in today. She
ready to win?
BEEZLEY
Nah, just going for the exercise. She ain't won
nothing since Beulah last year. Too fat to win
anything here, Whitey. (winking) You
understand.
WHITEY
You gonna run Sobriety?
BEEZLEY
Nope-gonna ship him West for a race. Earl's
gonna take him to Reno for the Derby.
WHITEY
Ten to one Hazel won't let you get close to
them casinos! She's afraid you'll lose your
shirt shooting craps. I don't blame your old
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lady for not letting you go. (to Earl) Kid, you
better put some traveling money in your boots
just in case.
CUT TO
EXT. RENO, NEVADA'S SOUTHERN PACIFIC R.R. STATION. DAY
A BEAUTIFUL HIGH DESERT MORNING. Carrying a suitcase. Earl exits the
station in a throng of vacationers, divorce seekers, buckaroos and Basque
sheepherders. Near the front of the line of cars and taxis pulling up to receive
train passengers is a sporty Mercury convertible, top down; the THREE
OCCUPANTS are searching faces in the crowd. They are small, young, well
proportioned, and just a little cocky. Near a race track you might guess they are
jockeys.
STEVE BROOKS
That must be him-behind the cowboy. Rein
in, Hank! Earl! Honk at'em. Hank! Hey,
Dew!
EARL
I'm Earl Dew.
BROOKS
Climb in-throw your bag in the back. I'm
Steve Brooks, this here's Mel Peterson and
Hank Lasswell.
EARL
Glad to meet you, fellas. Thanks for coming
down to get me. My boss told me he knew
your dad, Steve- said he matched raced him
some.
BROOKS
Dang tootin, he did! I rode them races myself.
How's the old boy doing?
EARL
He's fine. I'm riding for him at Ak-Sar-Ben.
PETERSON
I heard about you at Phoenix this spring. Red
Moser came in from New Orleans right after
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you got hung on the fence-said you got it
twice this winter.
EARL
Yeah-missed a lot of racing, for sure.
LASSWELL
You been out here before. Earl?
EARL
Nope, never have.
LASSWELL
We'll have to bring Earl downtown tonight and
show him the sights. See that big sign up
there over the street? (reads aloud) "RENO
BIGGEST LITTLE CITY IN THE WORLD."
Maybe they're bragging but there's plenty of
fun here, ain't there, fellas?
EARL
I seen them "Harold's Club" signs clean
across the country.
PETERSON
You'll find out tonight, pal. Better leave your
wallet at the hotel. Them dealers know how to
part you from your dinero, muy pronto.
BROOKS
Voice of experience. Better listen to him. Earl!
INT. HAROLD'S CLUB, VIRGINIA AVENUE. NIGHT
To the uninitiated RENO AT NIGHT provides INSTANT CULTURE SHOCK.
GAMBLING in a variety of forms totally consumes an AMAZING ARRAY OF
PEOPLE from aging dowagers glued to the slots, to big time rollers plastered
against the roulette tables, mesmerized by the click of the tiny ball whirling
around the wheel before them.
CUT TO
FOUR JOCKEYS occupying a table in the LOUNGE; a small combo is BEATING
OUT Tommy Dorsey, Benny Goodman, Artie Shaw arrangements, to which no
one is listening.
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BROOKS
(appraising tlieir new friend)
This colt you brought out for the Derby-can
he run?
EARL
Some, when he's a mind to. We win a few
with him around Ohio last summer. He's a
little lazy, sometimes.
LASSWELL
You gonna ride this meet?
EARL
Nah. Just long enough to ride the Derby, then
I'm flying back. Are you riding in the Derby?
(all nod assent)
BROOKS
You ride much since that last wreck at New
Orleans?
EARL
I rode some at Omaha before I came out
here. My leg's healed up now, but the Boss
wants me to take it easy for awhile till I'm real
strong again. I'm not riding much outside our
barn.
LASSWELL
You must be from Nebraska to get hooked up
with Beezley.
EARL
Nope, I'm from Iowa, and I rode the fairs
around there, some in Minnesota and
Nebraska. The Boss saw me ride at Lincoln
the summer before, and decided to give me a
chance if he saw me again. He did, so here I
am!
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BROOKS
(to a passing WAITRESS)
Three more beers and a coke, please, ma'am.
(in a reminiscent mood) My ol' man traded
horses all over Nebraska and Colorado, kept
us on the road all the time I was growing up.
Had us a big ol' wagon; Ma cooked out of a
tin stove Daddy'd set up for her at night. Man,
I wish I had me a plate of them biscuits she
turned out on that ol'stove!
EARL
Did you ever go to school?
BROOKS
Not much-Daddy'd set a spell in one place if
the tradin' was good, or if he got holt of a
horse that could run a little. We'd match him
till we run out of competition. Ma made sure I
saw the inside of them one-room prairie
schoolhouses whenever she could.
(WAITRESS returns with the drinks)
EARL
Where are you from, Mel?
PETERSON
Utah-grew up on a ranch and started riding
the brush tracks around home. A fella took
me with him to Idaho-rode a few races for
him till he lit out for Canada one night. I was
fourteen, didn't have a dime to my name.
Stayed gone so long I was scared to come
home, so I didn't.
EARL
(dismayed)
You mean you ain't never gone back?
PETERSON
Nope. I stayed with an old boy on a ranch
near Billings, breaking colts, and rode the fairs
the next summer till I was leading rider up
there.
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EARL
Wasn't you lonesome, without your folks?
PETERSON
Sometimes, I reckon. Guess I was having too
much fun. Fella took me out to Hardin one
time. Fourth of July, just like this-didn't tell me
Hardin was on the Crow Reservation. He put
me down, told me to scout around for some
mounts. Then he run off, like that other fella.
One of them Crow families saw I was hungry,
so they fed me up on venison stew and put
me on a couple of their horses the next day. I
win both races for them. I'll never forget that
meet!
LASSWELL
What happened after that?
PETERSON
Them Crows had some kin with the Blackfoots
from up Browning way, so I'm signed to ride
for this Blackfoot chief. He puts me on this
little paint mare, about half bronc, and slaps
her on the rump- nearly bucked me off before
we got to the start. No gate, just lap 'n tap. I
see I'm the only rider without braids so I
figured they was all either Crow or Cheyenne.
The chief tells me not to worry if they get a
little rough on me during the race. While he's
leading me out to the track he says, "Crow,
Cheyenne, no like Blackfoot." Hereditary
enemies, he says. I'm thinking, "I gotta get
out of this some way-I'm gonna get scalped
by the Crows if I win, and scalped by the
Blackfoots if I lose. These Indians are betting
everything they got on this race! The kids are
bringin' in Daddy's mares. Mama's mares,
Grandpa's mares. They're betting saddles,
blankets, rifles, whatever they can get their
hands on!
EARL
Did you win it?
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PETERSON
(pointing to his healthy crop of hair)
Kept my scalp--run a dead-heat with an
Arapaho pony from Wind River. But I had a
terrible time getting away from Hardin. That
Crow family wanted to adopt me, the chief
wanted to adopt me. Never had so much love
put on me all at one time before. I liked to
come near staying with them.
EARL
I'm sure glad you feel that way about Indians,
Mel, 'cause I'm part Cherokee myself.
LASSWELL
(nodding to the others, maintaining a dead
pan)
Boys, we better treat this jock with respect.
He might get some of them Nevada Paiutes
out there after us if we don't.
BROOKS
It's getting late-what do you say we head
back to the hotel? (winking at the others)
Wanna try one of them roulette wheels on the
way out. Earl?
EARL
No thanks, Steve. The Boss told me about
those games. He said stick to checkers.
From the looks on those losers faces I reckon
he was right.
CUT TO
The men EXITING through the gaming room, making their way out to the
crowded sidewalk; the whirring of the wheels and the clanking of the slots
follows them as they head for the convertible.
CUT TO
EXT. RENO FAIRGROUNDS TRACK. JULY 4, 1939. DAY
ON THE TRACK IN FRONT OF A CROWDED GRANDSTAND. EARL, STEVE,
MEL, and HANK, constituting half the riders, APPROACH THE STARTING
GATE. The STANDS are packed with excited Fourth of July celebrants. Earl
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catches the eye of Brooks and Lasswell on his left, and Peterson in the
adjoining stall on his right as they lower their goggles riding into the stalls.
BREAK WITH THE FIELD, follow the race only in snatches until the stretch run,
then follow the duel between EARL ON SOBRIETY and Brooks' mount, running
head and head to the wire, Earl managing to push the colt ahead by a nose as
they pass under the wire.
GALLOPING BACK, BROOKS grins at Earl as PETERSON AND LASSWELL
gallop alongside until they are FOUR HORSEMEN ABREAST.
LASSWELL
Nice ride, chief. Brooksie don't lose too many
of them close ones.
PETERSON
(a little out of breath)
You sure you ain't Arapaho?
CUT TO
INT. RENO AIRPORT. DUSK
WALKING THROUGH THE CONCOURSE with his friends, EARL stops at a
booth to phone Beezley.
EARL
Boss? It's me. Earl. Yeah. I'm at the airport.
Sure we win it! I told you we would. Yeah,
he's on the way home with him now. They
loaded about four o'clock. Sound as a dollar-
sandy track, plenty of cushion, Boss, he loved
it. Yeah-fastest mile of the meet so far!
California? Sure, that's fine with me. Boss,
you bet! Bye.
(turning to his friends, smiling)
I reckon you ain't getting rid of me after all.
The Boss says we're shipping to Bay
Meadows this fall, instead of Oaklawn.
BROOKS
Suits us fine. Earl. Right, fellas?
LASSWELL AND PETERSON
Right!
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AT THIS POINT THE SCREEN FILLS WITH A MONTAGE OF RACING SCENES,
recording the SUMMER OF '39 IN THE MIDWEST, as Earl's riding skills
improve with each meet. A VARIETY OF TRACK SCENES: horse vans moving
through the barn area; early morning gallops; horses being walked on the tow
ring; jockeys hurrying out to the Saddling Paddock; fans jumping up for a better
view of the finish of a race; Stewards watching races through glasses;
thundering finishes to races--FOLLOWED BY THE SCROLLING UP OF
NEWSPAPER HEADLINES FROM THE SPORTS PAGES: "DEW LEADS
BEULAH PARK RIDERS"--"DEW ROMPS TO JOCKEY TITLE" -"IOWA RIDER
TOPS RIVER DOWNS MEET" -"RIDING KID FROM SAC CITY BREEZES TO
THISTLEDOWN CHAMPIONSHIP "
This latter headline appears on the CLEVELAND PLAIN DEALER lying on A
CAFE TABLE as the BEEZLEYS pick up the check and move with EARL to the
cashier's desk. Walking to the car, now obviously packed for a trip. Hazel puts
the paper on the seat.
HAZEL
This vacation'll do you a world of good, Butch,
you'll see! Why, honey, you haven't had a
decent vacation in two years!
BEEZLEY
Haz's right. I'm gonna see to it you don't do
nothing on this trip except eat, sleep, and be
merry. No horses, we're just gonna relax and
enjoy the boat trip from Buffalo back to
Detroit.
EARL
(grinning)
Sure, Boss, if you say so. No horses. How
long'd you say we was gonna be gone before
Detroit opens?
Pretending to take a swipe at Earl with his hat, BEEZLEY pushes his protege
into the back seat of the sedan and they are off~
CUTTO
EXT. DECK OF THE LAKE STEAMER EN ROUTE BUFFALO-DETROIT. DAY
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Diamonds dance across Lake Erie in the early morning light as the Lake
Steamer approaches the DETROIT WATERFRONT in preparation for docking.
BEEZLEY and EARL stand together in the bow; Hazel is not in view.
BEEZLEY
Did you have a good time, boy?
EARL
Sure did. Boss. It was a lot of fun, 'specially
seeing Niagara Falls.
BEEZLEY
Earl, there's something I been meaning to talk
to you about. It's about your future.
EARL
My future?
BEEZLEY
(searching for words)
A couple of owners came after me at
Cleveland-wanted to know if your contract
was for sale. I told'em there wasn't no
contract between us, only a gentleman's
agreement for you to ride first call for us. Both
of 'em owned good horses they was racing
back East. I told'em they could talk to you
when we got to Detroit, if they was still
interested. I reckon they'll be there.
EARL
Boss, I don't want to talk to them. I want to
stay with you! I'm satisfied with things like
they are. Why, nobody's ever treated me like
you folks have. You treat me just swell!
BEEZLEY
I'm glad you feel that way, son, but there's
somethin' you got to understand about racing.
When a rider like you comes along-it's not
very often we see a boy that has all the
equipment for being a great jockey. When we
do, why, naturally, everybody wants a piece of
that rider. The top trainers, the best owners,
the agents, the public-everybody. Jocks like
Johnny Loftus, Clarence Kummer, Charlie
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Kurtsinger, Earl Sande, Albert Johnson, Sonny
Workman-they might come along once in a
trainer's life, if he's lucky. Most of us will
never see the likes of them riders on a horse
we've brought along. Do you understand?
EARL
Not exactly. I know they was tops in their
day, but, I don't see-
BEEZLEY
I'm tryin' to tell you, Butch, that you're good-
very good. Maybe better'n Loftus or
Kurtsinger or Workman. What I mean is,
some day you are gonna be too good for the
kinda stock Hazel and me are running. Do
you see?
EARL
You mean I gotta think about movin' on, about
leaving you and the Missus?
WHISTLES BLOWING, the STEAMER is fast approaching her berth alongside
the wharf; A CROWD OF GREETERS WAVES from the dock.
EARL AND BEEZLEY are having trouble controlling their emotions as HAZEL
joins them.
HAZEL
Well, if you two look don't look like something
the cat dragged home!
BEEZLEY
I been trying to tell Butch that someday he'll
have to think about moving on to better things
than we can give him.
HAZEL
Aw, honey-don't feel bad. Daddy's just trying
to do what's best for you, that's all. You
know we love you like you was our own.
Why, we'd keep you the rest of our life if we
could, you know that, (trying for cheerfulness)
Anyway, that's a long ways off-we got races
to win in Detroit, and here we are standing on
49
the deck and everybody's getting off. They're
gonna throw that old Chevy off the boat if we
don't get down to the car deck!
CUT TO
EXT. HASS FARM, SAC CITY. SEPTEMBER, 1939. DAY
EARL helping GRANDPA with the milking again. They start for the house, when
the barn cats get their attention: no milk. Turning back, the old man pours a
pan full for them, and the buddies head for the porch. Dusk is settling on the
corn fields across the road, the day's heat a milky haze on the horizon.
EARL
Grandpa, I sure miss helping you milk when
I'm at the races.
GRANDPA
(chuckling)
I don't suppose you ever miss your old
grandfather, too, do you?
EARL
Grandpa, I think I miss you most of anybody.
GRANDPA
(sitting heavily on porch swing)
That's mighty nice to hear, Earl. You and me
been good friends quite a while, haven't we,
boy? (introspectively) You recollect that time
we set out here about this time a day and you
fetched me the Scrapbook?
EARL
I remember. Grandpa.
GRANDPA
I been keeping it up since you been gone to
all them fancy places. It's most full now, and
you ain't but eighteen years old. Don't know
what I'm gonna do by the time you're twenty-
five. Guess Mother'!! have to get me another
one from the Five and Dime.
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EARL
That's swell of you, keeping the scrapbook
going like that. I'll send you some clippings
from California. The Boss thinks I got a
chance to do real good out there.
GRANDPA
Reckon you'll keep on remembering us when
you get that far away, and get older, maybe
get married?
EARL
(horrified)
Gee, Grandpa, I won't ever forget you or
anybody in Sac City!
GRANDPA
You know, son, there's gonna be a lot of
exciting things to see when you get out there-
movie stars-oranges and lemons on every
tree, just waitin' to be picked. I hope you
won't forget what its like to walk out to pasture
in first light, seeing them heifers nursing their
babies, the sun turnin' their white bellies all
pink and pretty.
EARL
Grandpa, sometimes when I'm first awake, for
a minute I think I'm back here on the farm and
I got to get down to the barn to help you milk
before Grandma calls us to breakfast. I can
'most smell the bacon cookin' on the stove!
Don't you worry, Grandpa-I won't forget.
GRANDPA
How soon do you have to go, son?
EARL
Jim's gonna drive me down to Omaha after
church so's I can meet the Boss and Hazel at
the station. We're gonna take the Missouri
Pacific down to Kansas City and then catch
the Atchison, Topeka, and Santa Fe to
California. The Boss says it'll be a real pretty
ride across the desert.
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GRANDPA
You don't say much about church when
you're home. Do Beezleys take you some?
EARL
(a little defensively)
The horses keep us busy seven days a week,
Grandpa. Most racetrackers don't get to
church much. But I say my prayers.
GRANDPA
Are they good people-on the track, I mean?
EARL
There's good and there's bad. Some you
can't trust at all. Mostly they're honest-they'd
give you the shirt off their back.
GRANDPA
Your grandmother and me, we just always
figured you would keep good company when
you left home. Earl, and we're proud you do.
GRANDMA
(calling from the screendoor)
You boys better get in here if you want supper
tonight! My meatloaf's gonna burn to a crisp!
CUT TO
EXT THE ATCHISON, TOPEKA, AND SANTA FE MAINLINER, CROSSING THE
NEW MEXICO DESERT DAY
EARL, drowsing in his window seat, is gently wakened by BEEZLEY.
BEEZLEY
Earl-wake up, son. Time for breakfast. Got a
friend I want you to meet. Come on, let's go
eat. Hazel's got a table for us.
The two wend their way through the cars to the Diner, where HAZEL rises to
greet them-with her is COLONEL MATT WINN, impresario of America's premier
track, Churchill Downs, home of the legendary Kentucky Derby. WINN is
plump, well dressed, a gold watch fob swinging from his vest.
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WINN
We thought you'd jumped the train to beat the
feed bill! (shaking EARL'S hand) Sit down,
young man, and let's have a look at you. Well
aren't you the handsome lad! Hazel, you
didn't brag near enough about his charm and
good looks.
The Colonel's voice CARRIES, and he doesn't mind at all. DINERS at adjoining
tables are staring at a blushing EARL.
BEEZLEY
Did you order for me, honey? I could eat
shoein' nails!
WINN
Did I ever tell you about the time I ordered
breakfast for Pancho Villa? It was at Juarez,
the winter of '13 I believe-General Villa cut his
steak with the biggest Bowie knife you ever
saw. (aware he has an audience-he is "ON.")
We were racing at old Juarez, right across
the river from El Paso. Villa's troops took the
city, and out he comes to the races. I'm
managing the track that winter, and the
General asks for me. "Senor-eat breakfast
with EL JEFE," his lieutenant says. I look at
his pistols and I says, "Sure, why not. I hate
to eat alone."
HAZEL
What was he like. Villa I mean?
WINN
A perfect gentleman. Never gave us any
trouble. Only thing was, those years, we
never knew which army was gonna be in
control of the grounds from one day to the
next. One of the jocks complained to me one
day. Real sober like, he says, "Colonel, I get a
little jumpy out there on the track." I says,
"Why, son?" He says, "I'm afraid I'm gonna
lose a race the General's got a big bet down
on. What'll I do then?" I says, "Nothin" to it,
son. Don't pull up. Just keep on riding till
you get to the Rio Grande and swim
that nag right into Texas!"
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EARL
(eyes twinkling)
You don't reckon they'll be shootin' like that at
Caliente when we get out there, do you,
Colonel?
WINN
From what Beezley tells me you don't have to
worry about revolutions in old Mexico. He
tells me you're quite a racerider. When are we
going to see you in Kentucky?
EARL
I don't know, sir, but I sure would like to ride
in the Kentucky Derby some day.
WINN
(expansively, lighting a cigar)
Well, we'll have to see about that. Shouldn't
be too hard to arrange.
CUT TO
EXT. BAY MEADOWS RACE TRACK, SAN MATEO, CALIFORNIA. NOVEMBER.
1939. DAY
EARLY MORNING ON THE BACKSTRETCH. Dressed in the exercise rider's
uniform�jeans, cowboy boots, cap turned backwards�Earl sits on a bale of
hay under the shedrow, reading the label on a package just delivered by a
GATE GUARD.
EARL
Hey, thanks a lot. HANK. You didn't have to
walk clear over here. The missus feeling
better?
Opening the box he finds a brand new pair of kangaroo jockey boots, the finest
money can buy, shipped from Maryland, a gift from the Boss. Watching from a
stall door down the way, BEEZLEY CALLS OUT.
BEEZLEY
You could try'em on. Butch!
EARL
Boss! I thought you was over at the office
making entries! These are beauts! I ain't
never seen any as slick lookin' as these. I
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can wear'em this afternoon when I ride
Mioland!
BEEZLEY
You sure can, but don't go admiring yourself
in the mirror so much you forget to rate that
horse. Howard tells me he's headstrong--try
to take the bit away from you if you're not
careful. Keep a strong holt on him out of the
latch or he'll run off with you.
EARL
Don't worry none. Boss. I breezed him the
other day and he's strong alright, but he's a
willing colt- me and him'll get along just fine.
CUT TO
EXT. THE RUNNING OF THE TED LEWIS PURSE, BAY MEADOWS, THAT
AFTERNOON. DAY
SITTING IN BILL KYNE'S BOX with the jovial manager of the track, entertainer
TED LEWIS asks Kyne about the horses and riders in the race named for him
today.
LEWIS
Who's the rider on four, Bill?
KYNE
Dew? Ted, we figure he's slated for the top in
a few years. He's got more raw talent than
most and the best thing about him is, he
doesn't know it. Some of these young riders
know how good they are and you can't tell
them anything once they discover the high life.
I don't know exactly what it is about Dew, but
he's different, somehow.
ANNOUNCER (OVER)
"They're off, and it's Star Dreamer going to the
front..." (he drones on as the field flies down
the backstretch)
LEWIS (using binoculars)
Looks like your boy is biding his time back
there. He's pretty far back. Bill-can he still
55
get up in time? I've got fifty riding on his
nose.
KYNE
Howard thinks a heap of Mioland, maybe even
the Derby if he stays sound.
LEWIS
Look! He's moving up! Dew's got him flying!
COME ON, MIOLAND!
ANNOUNCER
"And here they come, down the stretch. River
Runner in front by a half length. Dodger
Trumpet second by a neck, and here comes
Mioland on the outside! It's River Runner,
Dodger Trumpet, and Mioland-River Runner
and Mioland�coming down to the wire it's
Mioland and River Runner in a tight finish, with
Mioland getting up to win it by neck, River
Runner second by a length. Dodger Trumpet
holding on for third by two lengths over
Quality's Arm."
CUT TO
THE WINNER'S CIRCLE. Standing with his famous clarinet under his arm,
LEWIS greets Mioland with a toot or two as EARL walks the sweating
thoroughbred into the enclosure for the photo and trophy presentation.
KYNE
Ladies and Gentlemen, it's my pleasure to
introduce one of Hollywood's great
personalities, star of stage, screen, and night
clubs, TED LEWIS--(raucous applause from
the crowd)-here to present this beautiful
trophy to Charles Howard, owner of Mioland.
Ted:
LEWIS
Charles, Mrs. Howard, I'm proud to present
you with this trophy for winning the race Bay
Meadows has honored me with today.
Congratulations, a great race, a great horse!
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KYNE
We have one other trophy to present today.
Ted:
LEWIS
Mioland ran a great race today, and part of
the credit goes to the winning jockey. So I'm
pleased to present Mioland's rider, JOCKEY
EARL DEW, with this handsome gold watch as
a token of our esteem for winning the Ted
Lewis Purse.
A SURPRISED EARL leans down from the saddle for a handshake and receives
the watch. PHOTOGRAPHERS catch the scene for release over the wire
services because of Lewis's notoriety as the "Is everybody ha-a-py?" band
leader.
LEWIS
(consplratorially, but loud enough for
reporters to hear)
Thanks, kid--l had $50 on his nose. See your
home town paper gets a shot of this. I need
the publicity.
CUT TO
EXT. DEW HOME, SAC CITY DAY
BETH runs from the mailbox with the morning paper, bursts through the front
door.
JOHN
Whoa, honey! You near run over me. Okay,
okay. Gimme time to open the paper.
Mother! Here it is, just like Earl said. Would
you look at that! Our boy talking with Ted
Lewis, in front of all them movie stars! You
can even see the watch Lewis gave him. I bet
I'll never get that one away from him! That
must be Bill Kyne right behind Lewis. What
do you think of that!
THE PHONE RINGSs in the midst of the
excitement.
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MABEL
Hello. Earl? Oh, darling, we just got the
Register this minute and seen your picture!
How'd you know to call just now? (suddenly
anxious) Earl, you're not hurt, are you? Oh,
I'm so glad, dear. Here�Daddy wants to talk
to you-Yes, my teeth are better. Got a filling
last week. Are you eating plenty, son? Well,
here's Dad�
JOHN
Son, I'm real proud of this picture! You done
a good job on that Mioland horse. You gonna
get to ride him in the Derby come spring? Tell
Mr. Howard you deserve the mount--a lot of
offers? That's fine, mighty fine. Okay, son,
call us when you can. I'll tell 'em all. Bye,
Earl.
MABEL
What did he say, John? What about good
horses? I thought Mioland was a good horse.
JOHN
He is good, honey. What Earl says is, he's
got a whole lot of offers from other trainers to
ride their best horses, just since his picture
with Mr. Lewis got in all the papers out there.
He even got offers from Santa Anita when the
stable ships there after Bay Meadows. I hope
it don't go to his head.
CUT TO
EXT. SANTA ANITA RACE TRACK, ARCADIA, CALIFORNIA. DAY
EARL CANTERS A HORSE back to the finish line to unsaddle, the other riders
already removing their tack for the weighing ritual at the scales. As he vaults
lightly to the ground he hears the announcement: "JOCKEY DEW, REPORT TO
THE STEWARDS."
CUT TO
THE STEWARDS STAND, where a stern trio of judges face a puzzled jockey.
STEWARD WALTERS
Dew, do you know why you are here?
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EARL
No, sir.
STEWARD HARRISON
You aren't aware you cut over sharply on
Dodson's mount heading into the first turn?
EARL
No, sir. I looked over at him before I moved
into the rail, and I figured I gave him plenty of
room.
STEWARD BRANNIGAN
Well, you figured wrong, Dew. We saw him
pull up to avoid an accident that could have
involved other horses and riders. You are
fortunate Dodson didn't file a foul claim
against you or your penalty would be stiffer.
We're giving you ten days on the ground for
rough riding. That's all. Dew. You may go.
A crestfallen young jockey walks back to the JOCKEYS ROOM, where the other
riders console him.
A RIDER
Look at it this way, Dew-you got ten days to
see the sights! (dancing around) Hey, you
pretty girls! I'm Earl Dew, the roughest,
toughest jock at Santa Anita. Come on over
here and sit on my lap and I'll tell you all
about the perils of a jockey's life!"
Earl joins in the general laughter, then scans the faces in the room.
EARL
Where's Dodson?
VALET
He's in the shower, be out in a minute.
DOUGLAS DODSON emerges, dripping wet, draped in a towel.
EARL
Doug, I got set down just now for interfering
with you on the Clubhouse turn. I sure am
sorry I made you pull up. I thought I was
giving you plenty room.
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DODSON
Forget it, Earl. I only took her up a little so's
not to clip your heels. Didn't make no
difference at the finish. She didn't have a
chance, anyway. How much did they give
you?
EARL
Ten days.
DODSON
Ten? If they'd asked me-say, don't feel so
bad. I'm not sore. Tell you what-next dark
day let's get out of here and see some sights.
Let's go out to Santa Monica. We'll drive out
through Hollywood and maybe we'll see
Claudette Colbert or Bette Davis on the way!
EXT. THE SANTA MONICA PIER. DAY
EARL and DOUG join the crush of sailors and their dates, bobby soxers, young
parents pushing strollers, tanned pensioners, tourists hoping for a tan,
fishermen loaded down with bait boxes and poles-all shuffling to and from the
end of the long pier lined with souvenir shops, fish and chip stands, ice cream
parlors, the big dance hall. EARL AND DOUG opt for fish and chips and a
VACANT BENCH near the pier's end.
DODSON
Here's one. Boy, that's a long walk. My dogs
are barking! I ain't been that far on the
ground since I left Prineville. This okay with
you?
EARL
Sure, Doug. I'm hungry. We don't have much
like this in Iowa. Only fish we got there we
catch in the creek. This sure smells good!
DODSON
This here's cod. I caught one once, off the
coast up home in Oregon. Good eatin' for
sure, (pointing seaward) Look out there!
That's one of them big liners headed for
Honolulu, maybe Japan. How'd you like to be
on that? Sleep in every morning, no ornery
horses to gallop in the dark, wake up 'bout
noon, eat ten meals a day!
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EARL
Guess that'd be okay for awhile. Reckon I'd
miss the track, though.
DODSON
Yeah--we don't ever get very far from'em,
that's for sure. I only been riding a couple of
years and it's getting hard to remember what
the world looks like except between the ears
of a horse. Funny, ain't it--after awhile horses
is all you think about.
EARL
I think like that sometimes. My mom wants
me to farm. Maybe I will when I quit riding.
DODSON
You wanna farm? Not me. My folks told me
to make a million and when I come home I
can buy'em a place near Bend, where they
can keep a garden and not have to work
when Dad retires. He's been working in the
lumber mills so long his back hurts all the
time. I don't blame 'em for wanting to take it
easy.
EARL
I guess they didn't fuss with you about taking
up riding.
DODSON
Nah. I was shining shoes at the barber shop
in Burns when an old boy come by and says,
"How'd ya like to gallop some horses for me
out at the Fairgrounds?" Daddy says, that
beats working in the woods. So, I started
working his string, and wound up at
Longacres in Seattle. Made leading bug rider
this summer, and now I'm here.
EARL
Do your folks worry about you getting hurt?
DODSON
You never been around the woods. Earl.
Lumberjackin's the most dangerous job in the
world-guys get hurt all the time. Trees fall
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on'em, saws jerk'em into tlie blade, a load
slips off'n a truck and buries'em. Raceridin'
seems pretty tame beside what my folks seen
in the camps from Canada to Oregon. Maybe
they worry some, but they don't talk about it
when I'm home.
CUT TO
A VIEW OF THE SEA where the sun is dropping rapidly in its final descent.
EARL AND DOUG walk back along the pier. The DANCE HALL, with doors
wide open for fresh air on this warm night, is JUMPING. As they pass, the
band swings into "Sunny Side of the Street." The FEMALE VOCALIST insists:
"Grab your coat and get your hat, leave your worry on the doorstep, just direct
your feet to the sunny side of the street..."
DODSON
(nudging EARL in the ribs)
That's pretty good advice, Earl. Don't feel bad
'cause you ain't ridin' tomorrow. You can still
gallop in the mornings. Before you know it
you'll be back riding races.
EARL
(genuinely touched)
I reckon I was feeling sorry for myself.
Thanks, pal.
CUT TO
EXT. THE PALACE THEATER, DOWNTOWN SAN DIEGO. NIGHT
One of those grand movie theaters built in the 30s to accommodate the crowds
rushing several times a week to see the latest films, lighting up the downtown
block in all directions. EARL stands in the ticket line with the BEEZLEYS.
EARL
(reading lobby card for Warner's "Virginia
City")
I'll bet this is gonna be a good picture. I like
Errol FlynnI
BEEZLEY
Bound to be. Butch, with all them horses in it.
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HAZEL
I read in the paper where 50,000 people went
to see it when it premiered in Reno. They
carried all the stars up from Hollywood to sign
autographs and all.
CUT TO
THE LOBBY DOOR. EARL SEES THE USHERETTE TAKING TICKETS and
bells start ringing. MARY is a pert little brunette with an engaging smile, and
she turns it on the BEEZLEYS as she takes their tickets. As she sees Earl the
LINE pauses momentarily.
EARL
Hello. How are you?
MARY
I'm fine, thank you. Enjoy the movie.
EARL
Sure-thanks.
HAZEL
Come on, Butch or we'll miss the newsreel.
DISSOLVE TO
THE CROWD EXITING. HAZEL spots MARY, now in civvies, walking toward the
door, and whispers to EARL.
EARL
(stammering)
Uh�Miss�you took our tickets� I mean-
MARY
(smiling a little mischievously)
I was supposed to. That's my job. You don't
get them back.
EARL
I know, it's just that I�that is, we�Mrs.
Beezley thought you might like a ride home
since it's so late.
MARY
(glancing over Earl's shoulder)
They're your parents?
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EARL
Not exactly. Well, sort of--
MARY
(beginning to enjoy this conversation)
I've never heard of "sort of parents before.
EARL
What I mean is, he's my boss, and he and the
missus kind of look out for me. I'm a jockey,
and I live with them-that is, when I'm not at
home.
MARY
(enjoying Earl's embarrassment, but not
cruelly at all)
I don't know your name.
EARL
(blushing, a little too bright-eyed)
Oh, I'm sorry-I'm Earl Dew. I guess you're�
MARY
You don't have to guess, Mr. Dew. I'm Mary
Ryan and if you'll introduce me to your "sort of
parents" you can take me home.
CUT TO
THE BEEZLEYS SEDAN, driving on a residential street in a modest
neighborhood on a hill overlooking the BAY, the NAVY YARD in the distance.
EARL and MARY occupy the back seat.
MARY
I've never met a jockey before. I've never
been to the races, but I've seen them in the
newsreels.
EARL
You'd like them, Mary. Maybe your folks
would bring you down to Caliente. The Boss
can get you passes to get in, free, can't you.
Boss?
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BEEZLEY
Sure, any time you want. Glad to for a friend
of Butch, (nudging HAZEL in the ribs) Ain't
that right, honeybunch?
MARY
Turn right there, Mr. Beezley, that's my street--
the second house on the left.
EARL AND MARY. CLOSE UP.
Gee, Mary, it's been swell meeting you. Could
I call you next time we're in town? We always
stay at the EL CONQUISTADOR.
MARY
(pausing to hold EARL with her eyes)
I think I'd like that, Earl. Please do.
CUT TO
INT. THE DEW HOME, SAC CITY. DAY
Opening the back door as he comes in from the barn, JOHN finds his visibly
upset wife reading Earl's latest epistle from the racing wars out West. Without
words he takes the letter from her and reads aloud: "I RODE TEN HORSES.
WIN THE FIRST AND THE FOURTH, FELL IN THE FIFTH AND GOT BACK UP
AND WIN TWO MORE AND TWO SECONDS. I FELL OVER A HORSE THAT
FELL IN FRONT OF ME. THE OTHER BOY GOT AN ARM BROKE. I WAS SURE
SORE MONDAY AND TUESDAY, BUT I FEEL SWELL NOW. I DECIDED LAST
WEEK I'M NOT GOING TO GET A NEW CAR WHEN I GET HOME. I'M GOING
TO WAIT TILL OCTOBER WHEN THE NEW 1941 CARS COME OUT..."
MABEL is fighting another desperate round with despair over these innocent
contrasts between Earl's near brushes with death and the mundane
circumstances of his daily life. Eyes filling with tears, she looks at her husband
with a wordless plea for help.
JOHN
I know it's tough on you when he falls, honey.
Least he didn't get hurt this time.
MABEL
How can he talk about buying cars when he
just missed getting killed on a horse?
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JOHN
Mabel, honey, you gotta understand about
jockeys. It's 'cause they do fall once in
awhile, they can't afford to take it too
seriously. If they did they'd get so afraid of
the injuries the fear'd make'em quit.
MABEL
(dry-eyed now and closing on anger)
When I brought that boy into the world he
weighed three and half pounds, but he had no
broken bones. Doctor Spence said he was
perfectly formed, not a day early. Every time
he took his .22 into the fields hunting rabbits I
prayed for God to protect him. I let him go to
the race track 'cause I wanted him to be
happy. Now when he falls I'm supposed to
smile and pretend it don't hurt. I'm his mother!
JOHN is wordless. There is nothing to say that will satisfy Mabel, and he knows
it. Both know they are going to live with Earl's capacity for debilitating, possibly
crippling accidents, and hope none will prove fatal.
CUT TO
CLOSE UP. John's hands laying on Mabel's, the letter crumpled in hers.
DISSOLVE TO
INT. THE SPORTS DEPARTMENT OF THE SAN FRANCISCO CHRONICLE
DAY
Reminiscent of the many films of the 30s and 40s depicting Hollywood's
fascination with the newspaper world�A BUSTLING ROOM with copy boys
trotting about, reporters, ad men, secretaries, editors, photographers with
cameras hanging around their neck�phones ringing off the desks�and HOLD
ON ONE GAUNT INDIVIDUAL sitting on the corner of the DEPARTMENT
HEAD'S DESK. RACING COLUMNIST OSCAR OTIS is the best in the business,
fervently in love with racing, a devotee of good riders as well as good horses.
OTIS
(tie loosened, sleeves rolled up, cigarette
in hand)
Harry, this boy is slated for the top. I mean,
the very top. I want to write a story on him
that'll knock your socks off, front page stuff.
He's human interest personified! Give me a
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couple of columns up front and I'll sell papers!
Brownie's already got some good shots on
him, from Tanforan. What do you say?
HARRY B. SMITH
Okay, Oscar, but it better be good. Jockeys
are a dime a dozen, and nobody knows or
cares who they are unless they lose a race
somebody's bet a million on.
OTIS
That's exactly my point, Harry. This kid is
different. It's not just that he's a good rider-
he's a good kid as well, the best I've run into
in twenty years of covering the tracks. He's
no angel, just a swell kid. He's modest to a
fault, and everybody likes him. He's going to
the top, fast, and the Chronicle can scoop
every paper on the Coast if we feature him
soon!
SMITH
Is he in town?
OTIS
No, he's at Santa Anita, but I'm going down to
get a line on the stables shipping here for
Tanforan, and I'll catch him for an interview-
make it a lead story for Tanforan's opening.
And there's another great angle on this story,
Harry. There's a kid back East name of
WALTER LEE TAYLOR and he's burning up
the tracks on the East Coast. He's leading
the nation in winners right now-Dew's right
behind him with a good chance to catch him
any time. Harry, get this-two rosy-cheeked
kids battling for the national championship.
Make a terrific story! What do you say, chief?
SMITH
Okay, Oscar. Hop on it-but no more than two
columns, on a slow day. If it sells, we'll see
about more.
CUT TO
INT. LOBBY OF THE EL CONQUISTADOR HOTEL, SAN DIEGO. NIGHT
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Seated in the phone booth, EARL calls home with news.
EARL
Dad? Earl. Yeah, I'm fine-no, I'm fine,
honest. I just called to tell you the Boss got
stalls at Beulah Park, so I'll be home for a few
days on the way to Ohio-yeah, Daddy, I'm
nearly tied with Taylor now! The Racing
Form says he win a bunch at Rockingham last
week, but I win three Saturday, and a couple
at Caliente Sunday, and I'm only four behind
him now. Okay, Dad, I promise. Gotta go
now, the Boss and Hazel are waiting in the car
for me. Give my love to everybody. Bye,
Dad!
CUT TO
EXT THISTLEDOWN RACE TRACK, CLEVELAND. AUGUST, 1940. DAY
Mid-morning and BEEZLEY AND EARL stand leaning on the outside rail in front
of the grandstand now empty except for a few workmen policing the aisles for
litter, dusting benches as they go.
A PAIR OF THOROUGHBREDS are racing toward them on the inside rail. As
they pass, BEEZLEY clicks his stopwatch off.
EARL
What'd she do. Boss?
BEEZLEY
Not bad. Butch. Forty eight and change.
EARL
Do you think Shepperson'll sell her?
BEEZLEY
Won't hurt to ask him. He's got stalls at
Wheeling, and he's got more horses than he
can carry now. Let's mosey over to his barn
and see if we can catch him before they go up
town.
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CUT TO
SID SHEPPERSON'S BARN ON THE BACKSTRETCH. SHEPPERSON is slightly
built except around the belt, suggesting a former vocation as a rider. He is
throwing straw into an empty stall as Earl and Beezley walk up.
EARL
Morning, Sid. Say, the boss and me was
watching that bay mare of yours on the track
just now, and we --that is, I was wondering if
maybe you'd think of selling her? She looks
about right for my dad to run on the fairs this
summer, and I thought�
SHEPPERSON
You can have her for five C's, not a penny
less. Cash on the barrel head. Throw in a
halter and a blanket, too.
EARL
That's swell, Sid. I'll buy her. Can we take her
soon?
SHEPPERSON
Soon's you hand me the cash, son. Beez,
your boy here's a right smart horseman. Dust
Box'll can win on the fairs. She loves them
tight turns on the bull rings. I had her up in
Michigan last summer and they couldn't beat
her going four, five furlongs. Tell your
daddy's rider to take her to the front quick.
Most times they'll eat her dust all the way
around.
EARL
Sure thank you, Sid. Reckon we can fetch her
in the morning? I wanna call home and tell
Dad we got her!
CUT TO
INT. THE DEW HOME, SAC CITY. DAY
The phone rings, interrupting JOHN'S nap on the divan.
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JOHN
Earl, that you, son? You okay? A race mare-
you bought her? You're not kidding Daddy
are you? That's great! Yes, there's a bunch
of fairs coming up this month, September, too.
(hollering) Mother! Come here, Earl's on the
phone. She's outside-l can hardly believe�
can she run? Well, I know you can judge a
good horse� In about a week? Good. That'll
give me time to get the stall ready for her.
Say, I sure thank you, son. Maybe you can
ride her for me somewhere on your way West.
I know you can't, but it sure would be nice.
I'll tell her. Bye, son-and thanks.
CUT TO
EXT. DEW HOME. DAY
BETH leads DUST BOX around the corner of the house to the front, where
John drops the gate on a rusting one-horse trailer hitched behind an antiquated
pickup truck that should have seen better days but never did.
JOHN
Lead her on in, Sister-that's right, get up
there, Dusty�don't she load good, Mabel!
MABEL
John, you promise me you'll write soon's as
you get to Alma. With Earl gone I got to know
you're alright. I never thought you'd go back
to racing horses on the track but I guess
you've got it in your blood, just like Earl.
JOHN
Now don't carry on so, Mabel. We talked it
out and got it settled. I'll only be gone a few
weeks, less'n I go on to Lincoln, and I won't
go unless Dusty wins a lot on the small fairs.
If it looks like she can win against them better
horses I'll take her to Lincoln where they got
better purses.
DALE
(pouting, near tears)
Don't see why I can't ride Dusty, Daddy. I
galloped her at the Fairgrounds and you said I
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done real good. Why can't I ride her on the
fairs?
Putting his arm around twelve-year old "Bunchey," already aspiring to follow in
his brother's bootsteps�
JOHN
I would if I could. Dale, but Mama's got to
have a man around the place to take care of
her and Beth and Larry. If you go racing with
me, who'd be here to look after them?
MABEL
Be careful, John. Don't drive too fast with that
ol' trailer. Remember to write right away.
Maybe Earl'll call soon. I won't be so
lonesome that way.
PULL BACK TO REVEAL
JOHN'S TRAILER, Dust Box' tail hanging over the tailgate, pulling away as
MABEL and the kids walk past the pine tree and ENTER the house. The
RADIO IS PLAYING in the front room�a cowboy crooner sings a current new
favorite: THERE'LL BE PEACE IN THE VALLEY FOR ME.' Mabel hesitates as
she hears the lyrics, then stops to sit and listen.
CUT TO
EXT. THE HASS FARM, SAC CITY. DAY
GRANDPA'S MODEL A DRIVES INTO THE FRONT DRIVE and stops to let
MABEL AND THE KIDS out. It is very HOT in these dog days of August; even
the cicadas are inert. GRANDMA CALLS from the porch.
GRANDMA
Goodness me, child, come on up here out of
that sun-must be a hundred and five anyway.
Here, you kids go on and fetch the lemonade
pitcher, and Beth, you bring them cookies out.
Least its a mite cooler in the shade!
MABEL'S FACE is drawn; as GRANDPA comes up the steps she reaches into
her purse and hands him a post card.
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GRANDPA
From John? Oh, Earl. Says, 'THE LAST
HORSE I RODE AT CLEVELAND LAST NIGHT
FELL WITH ME BUT I DIDN'T GET HURT.
THIS SURE IS A NICE TOWN. THERE IS
SURE A LOT OF JOCKS HERE FROM
CHICAGO AND ALL OVER, BUT I'LL DO
ALRIGHT. TAYLOR'S ONLY THREE AHEAD
OF ME NOW. HOW IS DAD DOING WITH
DUST BOX? LOVE, EARL"
MABEL
Papa, I�I hate it. I hate going to the mail
box. I hate waiting for the phone to ring. I
keep wondering how all this is going to end.
How many years do I have to wait for Earl to
get hurt bad enough so's he'll quit and come
home?
GRANDMA
Grandpa says Earl'll get to ride a better class
of horses now that he's second leading rider
in the country.
GRANDPA
That's right, Mabel. Them better stables'll give
Earl some good horses to ride, expensive
ones that run real good and don't get hurt so
much on them better tracks.
MABEL
(head in hands)
I just don't understand. If John just never told
Earl about his being a jockey when he was
young, maybe Earl'll never'd got the notion to
ride, at all. Maybe he'd be here with us right
now, milking cows and drinking lemonade--
GRANDMA
Dear, John'll be home 'fore long and you'll feel
better, then, won't she, Daddy?
GRANDPA
Why sure. He's due home any time now, ain't
he, Mabel?
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MABEL
I don't know-last he wrote he said he won
two races and thought he might take her to
Nebraska State Fair. If he goes there's no
telling when he'll be home.
CUT TO
EXT. A YELLOW CAB, EN ROUTE FROM LINCOLN AIRPORT TO THE
NEBRASKA STATE FAIRGROUNDS. DAY
EARL
Mister, I'll be obliged if you'll step on it. I've
got to ride my dad's horse in a few minutes
and I gotta get to the Jock's Room in time to
change 'fore I can ride her. Besides, I'm
surprising him. He don't know I'm coming, so
I got to get there on time. She's running in
the first race, so please hurry!
CABBY
Take it easy, I'll get you there if I don't get no
more red lights�a surprise, huh? I'd like to
see that!
CUT TO
THE SADDLING PADDOCK
JOHN stands on the near side of DUST BOX in the number four stall, rubbing
the mare's shoulder, waiting the arrival of his rider from the Jockeys Room.
CUT TO
INT. THE JOCKEYS ROOM.
EARL walks rapidly to a bench, escorted by a VALET, who helps him don his
riding apparel-then he is out the door with the other riders at the call: "OKAY,
RIDER'S, LET'S GO!"
CUT TO
THE PADDOCK
JOHN SEES his son approaching, and clearly has trouble believing his eyes.
The surprise is complete.
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TRACK ANNOUNCER (OVER)
WE HAVE A CHANGE IN RIDERS ON
NUMBER FOUR. YOUR STATE FAIR
MANAGEMENT IS PLEASED TO ANNOUNCE
THAT AMERICA'S SECOND LEADING
JOCKEY, EARL DEW, IS HERE TO RIDE HIS
FATHER'S MARE, DUST BOX, IN THE FIRST
RACE. LET'S GIVE JOCKEY DEW AND HIS
DAD A REAL CORNHUSKER WELCOME AS
THEY COME ON TO THE TRACK!
CUT TO
JOHN LEADING DUST BOX around the PADDOCK, immense pride written on
his face. Sitting straight in the saddle. Earl GLANCES DOWN at his father's
head and shoulders to his left as he adjusts his stirrups and crosses his reins.
As John leads the mare to the edge of the track, the BUGLER SOUNDS "Boots
and Saddles." John reaches up to grip his son's knee and they exchange
smiles.
CUT TO
EARL, SITTING IN THE STARTING GATE, eyes Straight ahead on the empty
track, THREE RIDERS to his left, A FEW MORE to his right.
PAN WITH THE FIELD as it breaks from the gate and follow it from above if
possible, around the track, with DUST BOX near the front until the homestretch
when EARL moves her to the lead and gallops home the winner, to a
CRESCENDO OF APPLAUSE from a sentimental crowd of Nebraskans.
CUT TO
JOHN AND EARL WALKING RAPIDLY across the PARKING LOT where a taxi
waits, motor running.
JOHN
I wish you could stay with me a little longer,
son.
EARL
Me, too. Daddy, but I'm on eight head at
Caliente tomorrow. I'm just glad I got to ride
Dusty for you today. You done a good job
getting her ready for the race! She's as good
as we thought.
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JOHN
All along, when I had her at them little fairs, I
kept thinking, I sure wish Earl could ride her
just once for me. I just didn't think you'd
show up here, (pausing) Thanks, son. That
was real nice of you to come clear out here to
ride Dusty for me.
EARL
(struggling with his emotions)
I'm glad I could, Daddy. When I called the
Stewards they said, " Come on!" so I came.
Tell Mama I'll write her from Mexico. Bye,
Daddy.
(BACKGROUND MUSIC for the TRANSITIONS FROM THE U.S.A. TO MEXICO
could very well be the extremely popular song first recorded by Gene Autry
C.1937, "SOUTH OF THE BORDER." Everybody in America knew the lyrics and
melody to this song, and all the bands recorded it at one time or
another..."SOUTH OF THE BORDER, DOWN MEXICO WAY...")
CUT TO
EXT. TIJUANA, BAJA CALIFORNIA, THE MAIN AVENIDA. DAY
EARL AND JOCKEY JACKIE WESTROPE, the pride of Baker, Montana and half
the racing aficionados on tracks from LA. to New York, are DRIVING
THROUGH DOWNTOWN TIJUANA to the Border. Then as now the city sprawls
across a narrow swatch of desert between the Tijuana River and a low rim of
hills canopied with the tin and cardboard shanties housing the poorest of the
poor.
On either side of the street numerous CANTINAS compete for the gringo trade
with small shops displaying Mexico's handicrafts; the atmosphere, especially
after dark, is Bourbon Street with enchiladas. Half the sailors and Marines in
the Pacific Fleet are strolling shoulder to shoulder, many with a senorita on the
arm.
EARL
You sure gotta be careful driving down this
road, Jackie.
JACKIE
First time I came down here with my father my
eyes near popped out of my head, seein' all
them pretty women.
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EARL
Did you ride for your dad then?
JACKIE
(HONKING at pedestrians)
Nah-'he wouldn't fib on my age, said we
might get in trouble with the Mexican
government and they'd throw us in the
calaboose. They say you get in Tijuana Jail
you never get out!
CUT TO
THE BORDER CROSSING STATION
A line of cars undergoing inspection, moves slowly northward through the
arches and into California.
CUT TO
JACKIE'S CONVERTIBLE AS IT CRUISES NORTHWARD ALONG THE COAST
HIGHWAY, the blue expanse of the Pacific Ocean on their left.
JACKIE
Earl, I don't guess you'd know this since
you're new out here. I had a brother-he got
killed in a wreck at Caliente a few years ago.
He's buried up there on that hill. You mind if
we stop a minute?
EARL
I don't mind at all.
(Jackie turns the car into a side road leading to GLEN ABBEY MEMORIAL
PARK, above the beach town of CHULA VISTA).
How'd it happen?
JACKIE
Freak thing, like always-horse stumbled
changing leads on the stretch. He got off
balance just enough to fall-he lived till the next
night.
EARL
Gee, I'm sorry, Jackie. I reckon you miss him
pretty much.
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JACKIE
(turning to look at Earl, not speaking for a
long moment)
Yeah, I miss him. Where we grew up the
nearest neighbors was five miles by
horseback. William and me did everything
together. We was bucking out Daddy's colts
'fore we was old enough to start school. We
bucked off more horses than the bronc
stompers that came through that country.
Riding race horses came easy for us after
that.
CUT TO
A PANORAMIC VIEW OF THE OCEAN, the sun dropping toward the rim of the
sea, as the MEN GET OUT of the car and WALK into the cemetery along a
narrow path between the rows of graves.
CUT TO
A HEADSTONE, MARKED "WILLIAM T. WESTROPE-1916-1932." JACKIE
Stands, looking hard at it for a minute, EARL behind him to one side. Then he
turns and walks back along the path to the car. Below the town LIGHTS
sparkle on along the Coast Highway.
JACKIE
Sometimes I wonder if it's worth it.
EARL
(puzzled)
What do you mean, Jackie?
JACKIE
Riding-when William and me was kids we'd
go to the races over to Miles City and all we
could think about was one day dressing up in
them pretty silks and pumpin' them ponies
around that bullring, gettin' our picture took in
the win circle. Now William's dead, and
there's days out there on the track when I'm
sittin' in the latch waitin' for the bell and I think
to myself, when will I get it? Today?
Tomorrow? Next week?
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EARL
I reckon we all think about that sometimes,
Jackie. Maybe if my brother died on the track
I'd think about it more.
JACKIE
Come on, kid, hop in. It's still a ways to town,
and we got to get you to your girl's place in
time for supper or her folks'll run you off!
DISSOLVE TO
EXT. THE HOTEL DEL CORONADO, SAN DIEGO. DAY
ESTABLISHING SHOT of the Grand Hotel of California's Golden Age,
playground of the land barons, movie stars, the nouveau riche, the Pickford-
Fairbanks entourage in palmier days-still a very posh oceanside dining place.
CUT TO
INT. THE DINING ROOM.
EARL AND MARY sitting at a table near the front of the room, sipping
lemonade. A few late lunchers and coffee drinkers are spotted around the
room.
MARY
(looking a little distressed)
But when you get tired of riding and moving
from track to track, won't you want to settle
down some place� I mean, somewhere nice
where you can stay and feel at home?
EARL
Sure, Mary. I ain't aimin' to ride too many
more years. I been talking with the Boss and
he thinks my idea about buying a farm for the
folks is a dandy one. I got some money in
the bank now, savin' for it.
MARY
Is that what you want, to live on a farm in
Iowa?
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EARL
I guess so. What do you want to do when
you leave home?
MARY
I want a home and three kids and two dogs
and a view of the sea from our front room
window, maybe out at La Jolla. It's so
beautiful and peaceful out there. Daddy says
it'll be the best place in San Diego to live
some day!
EARL
Are there any farms out there, near the sea, I
mean?
MARY
I don't know, Earl, but we-that is�Daddy
would know. He travels around selling, and
he knows lots of people in business.
EARL
I bet you'd like Iowa, Mary. It's right pretty in
the spring when the crops start growing and
the trees leaf out. Summers we swim in the
creek and go fishing. 'Course it's a lot
different than here come winter. Gets mighty
cold, 'specially the winters when we have lots
of snow, (hesitating) I guess you don't like
snow much.
MARY
I don't know, Earl-I've never seen it except in
the movies.
A WAITRESS INTERRUPTS:
Can I bring you anything else?
EARL
No, ma'am, thank you. We'll be going now.
Paying the bill, THEY WALK OUT into late afternoon shafts of sunlight playing
on the sea behind the hotel, and stroll south along the SILVER STRAND, the
mile-long sidewalk bordering the beach. Some SWIMMERS still cavort in the
surf; here and there SUN BATHERS laze under beach umbrellas.
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EARL
It sure is pretty along the beach. I reckon
you'd miss this a lot if you lived anywhere
else.
MARY
(stopping to catch his full attention)
Earl, I wouldn't miss it a bit if I was--if I was
married to a man who loved me, really loved
me. I'd go anywhere in the world with him
and I'd happy, just bein' with him.
EARL
(seeing a little light at the end of what
appeared to be a very dark tunnel, back at
the Coronado)
You would?
MARY
I would, any place at all he wanted to go.
EARL
(taking the bull by the horns)
Even if he�if he moved around, a lot-for
awhile, that is-till he could settle down in one
place, I mean.
MARY
(smiling warmly)
Even if he moved around. Some day, though,
he'd have to give me a home of my own, with
a white picket fence and bougainvilleas
growing over the door, and room for the kids
to ride their bikes, and the dogs to run. Then
I'd be content to follow him anywhere in the
world, if he promised me that, 'cause I could
dream about our home and I'd always know it
was there waiting for us when the roaming
was done.
EARL
(he is stopping--the SUN is no more
than a small red ball hanging far out on
the rim of their world now suddenly shrunk
to a very meaningful size for them)
Golly, Mary. I thought-that is, back there at
the hotel-l reckoned you'd feel miserable if
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you had to leave California for even a minute.
(trying hard to say the right thing) I don't
guess-would you mind marrying a fella some
day, I mean the man you said would love you
a whole lot, if you had to travel a long ways
from the ocean?
MARY
(realizing they are getting a little ahead of
themselves)
No, Earl, I wouldn't mind that. I'm getting a
little cold. Why don't we go back to the car
and�
EARL
Oh, I'm sorry, Mary. I sure don't want you to
catch a cold, (pausing) Mary, would it be
alright-that is-would you mind if we kinda
held hands walkin' back?
MARY
(taking his hand)
Earl, you're not like any boy I ever met.
You're-wonderful.
As they reach the car an AMBULANCE SCREAMS PAST, SIREN WAILING.
Watching it in silence, MARY turns to EARL.
MARY
We haven't known each other very long. Earl,
but I worry about you when you're riding. I
don't want to think you'll ever get hurt again.
EARL
Gee, that's awfully swell of you, Mary-to worry
about me. But you don't have to worry. I
been hurt a few times but not bad, and I
always get well quick after a fall, (pausing)
Please don't worry. I'll be okay, (brightly) Say,
I'll write from Bay Meadows if you want. I'll
write you every week, and we'll see each
other every weekend when I come down to
ride Caliente!
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MARY
I'll look for your letters every week, and if you
don't write me like you promised, Earl Dew, I'll
call up your "sort of parents and get them
after you!
DISSOLVE TO
INT. LOS ANGELES AIRPORT. DAY
SITTING ON A BENCH IN THE WAITING ROOM, EARL is penning a postcard
to the folks back home.
(OFF SCREEN) Well, well, well! What have we
here! Master Earl Dew, I presume!
CUT TO
A STARTLED YOUNG JOCKEY STARING UP AT BING AND DIXIE CROSBY.
BING
Well, if it isn't the best jockey in the Golden
West! Let me have five and no jive, lad!
EARL
Gee, Mr. Crosby, I didn't--
BING
-expect to see the ol' crooner himself, off to
the Islands with his high school sweetheart for
a little fun in the sun? Don't say another
word, my fellow! If you'd give up riding those
geegees for a few days we'd take you with us.
Do you good to ride those waves at Waikiki
for awhile!
EARL
(not at all sure if he's being had, or
hearing a genuine invitation)
Golly, Mr. Crosby, that'd sure be nice, but the
Boss is expecting to meet me at San
Francisco and I got a lot of mounts at Bay
Meadows�
BING
(coming down to reality)
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Precisely what I came to talk with you about.
You recall Dixie and I own a few horses?
Bing-Lin Stable. When I saw you'd won six
races in one day at Bay Meadows last Friday I
told my trainer, "Max, if that boy comes to
Santa Anita this winter I want him to ride for
us, especially the two-year olds." Mrs.
Pantages told me you were considered the
best two-year old rider wherever you rode this
year. Dixie and I are proud of our babies, and
we want'em treated right.
EARL
I'd be proud to ride for you, I sure would.
Thanks a lot, Mr. Crosby!
BING
(shaking hands and serious)
Think nothing of it. Earl. We'll be the honored
ones, won't we, Dix? It's a deal, then. You
tell your boss that Bing-Lin has second call on
your services starting January first!
(OVER) "UNITED AIRLINES FLIGHT
424 FOR HONOLULU IS READY FOR
BOARDING."
DIXIE
They're calling our plane, Bing. Come along or
we'll miss it altogether.
BING
The voice of authority, I do believe. If you
ever tie the knot you will come to recognize
that tone of voice, (mimicking) "Come along
dear..." Never hesitate to obey it, for you do
so at your peril, (with a wink to Earl) Coming,
Mrs. Crosby. Shall we away to the bonny
shores of Oahu, my dear? See you at the
track, Earl, my boy.
CUT TO
EXT. THE CLIFF HOUSE RESTAURANT, SAN FRANCISCO. THANKSGIVING
DAY
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A PANORAMIC VIEW OF THE GOLDEN GATE, the tide-turbulent entrance to
San Francisco Bay, high atop SUTRO HILL above the long BEACH stretching
south. The haute cuisine RESTAURANT is situated between the SUTRO
BATHS, with its large salt-water bathing pools, and the sprawling AMUSEMENT
PARK at the bottom of the slope. DINERS congregate to watch hundreds of
SEA LIONS swarming over SEAL ROCKS offshore at the base of the cliff, their
communal ROAR audible even inside the eatery at times, and always from the
deck outside below the windows.
PULL BACK TO REVEAL
The Beezley car driving up to accept valet parking.
CUT TO
EARL AND THE BEEZLEYS walking into the crowded restaurant. Half way
through the dining room they are HAILED from a nearby table.
CUT TO
"PLMN BEN" JONES, standing to greet them. Portly, conservatively dressed, a
commanding figure, trainer for CALUMET FARMS, Kentucky's premier breeding
and racing establishment, Jones takes his orders from WARREN WRIGHT,
scion of Calumet Baking Powder's founder. At this moment JONES is moving
Calumet into a dynasty that racing will never see again.
JONES
Earl Beezley, you ol' Nebraska horse trader,
you! What are you doing on the West Coast!
(rising to half hug Beezley) Hazel! You're still
putting up with this fella, I see? (hugging her)
Say, I want you to meet some good friends.
(noticing EARL for the first time) Wait a
minute! I know this young man-Earl Dew,
isn't it? Six-for-seven a couple weeks ago!
EARL
(blushing a little)
Yes, sir, it was.
JONES
Beez, Hazel, Earl, this is Mr. and Mrs. Adolph
Spreckels, and Mr. and Mrs. Charles Howard.
You know Charlie's colt, Seabiscuit, Beez.
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BEEZLEY
Sure do. A fine horse. Pleased to meet you
folks. This here's my wife, Hazel, and this is
my rider. Earl Dew. Say, what brings you out
here, Ben? You don't have no horses running
here.
JONES
Mr. Wright's interested in some mares for the
brood barn and I'm looking over a few of
Adolph's. The Wrights think they might nick
well with the Blenheim line.
HOWARD
That was quite a feat you accomplished,
young man. Six winners in a day. Have you
done that before?
EARL
No, sir. Well, least ways not on a recognized
track. I win six on a bush track in Nebraska
one time when I was a kid (blushing, as they
smile)---l mean, a few years ago.
MRS. SPRECKELS
(kindly)
And where was that. Earl?
EARL
That was at Burwell, m'am. Just a little 'ol
rodeo track.
JONES
He means a bullring, a little circle track around
the rodeo arena, not even a half-mile, likely.
Pretty primitive racing. Got my start in places
like Burwell after I left Parnell, Missouri. Places
like Burwell are good places to learn the
ropes, for jockeys and trainers! Right, Earl?
EARL
You're sure right, Mr. Jones.
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JONES
Well, we musn't keep you from your turkey!
Great to see you again, Beez, Hazel. Good to
meet you. Earl. Keep up the good work.
Maybe some day you'll ride where Calumet is
racing.
Handshakes are exchanged; the BEEZLEYS AND EARL continue to their table.
CUT TO
SPRECKELS
Nice people, your friends. Beezley's quite a
hand at the claiming business, I understand.
JONES
Best in the country, matter of fact. I'd like to
have him with one of our strings, but he won't
leave that leaky roof circuit in the Midwest, for
love or money.
HOWARD
What about the boy? I don't recall any rider
winning six in an afternoon in recent years.
JONES
I haven't seen him yet, but I'm told he's plenty
good right now, and he's got lots of potential-
exceptional balance, light hands, plenty of
savvy and no lack of courage.
MRS. HOWARD
Hadn't you better consider him for Calumet,
Ben, if he's that good?
JONES
Warren told me to look over the riders out
here and Dew is certainly one we'll look at.
We've got WHIRLAWAY in for the Derby this
year and we're looking for the right jockey for
him. Dew might fit him, at that.
HOWARD
From the looks of it you'll have to hire the
Beezleys, too. They look to be mighty close
to that boy.
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JONES
(laughing)
You may be right about that, Charlie!
DISSOLVE TO
EXT. BEEZLEY'S BOX, THE GRANDSTAND, BAY MEADOWS TRACK.
DECEMBER 5. DAY
BEEZLEY
The Form says Taylor's winning some at
Charlestown since he left New England but
he's finding the riders there a whole lot to
handle. Them old West Virginia boys's a
tougher crowd than the jocks up north!
HAZEL
I'm sure Butch could handle them just fine
after all the years he rode against them
cowboys on our tracks back home.
CUT TO
HAL GREENOUGH, a slim, wiry trainer, making his way UP THE AISLE,
GREETING PEOPLE on either side as he climbs to the Beezley's box.
GREENOUGH
Hi, Beez, Hazel. Did you see this in the
Chronicle, Beez? Look here�"JOCKEY
TAYLOR FINED." They got him for whipping
Georgie Cardoza during the race. Twenty five
smackers ain't even enough to get the kid's
attention!
BEEZLEY
Figures-them eastern stewards ain't gonna
ground their pride and joy when he's gaining
on Butch every day.
HAZEL
Do you think Taylor can catch up to Earl,
riding at Charlestown, hon? Must be freezing
weather there!
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GREENOUGH
They are freezin'! They're ridin' ten pounds
overweight 'cause of wearing longjohns and
earmuffs under their colors!
BEEZLEY
Charlestown's not the problem. The
problem's gonna be Tropical Park when
Taylor gets to Florida. All them Yankee
trainers he's been riding for up north are
stabled there now, and when it opens on the
20th Taylor'll have his choice of good mounts.
GREENOUGH
Maybe you better ship your boy back to
Florida when we close here, Beez. He might
better spend his time there than in Iowa
putting on weight in his mama's kitchen if he's
serious about winnin' the title.
BEEZLEY
(grimacing as he looks at Hazel)
You might have it right, Hal.
CUT TO
EXT. MAIN STREET, SAC CITY. DAY
Coat collars pulled high around their necks against the biting wind whipping
snow along the sidewalk, MABEL AND HER MOTHER, GRANDMA HASS, fight
their way past the BANK and into the doonway of HENNIKEN'S DRUGSTORE.
CUT TO
CLOSE UP of the NEWSPAPER BOX. The headline jumps up to Mabel's
attention: "AMERICAN AIR TRANSPORT CRASHES IN ST LOUIS." Thrusting a
coin in the box, Mabel takes a copy out and pulls her mother into the store.
MABEL
Mama, I'm freezing. I need a cup of coffee.
They walk to the lunch counter on one side of the narrow room, and order from
the WAITRESS.
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GRANDMA
What's the matter, dear? You look pale. Did
you know someone on that plane?
MABEL
No, Mama. It's just that with Earl traveling so
much--l know he's coming home by car this
time, but John says if the title race gets too
tight Earl might have to go to Florida. That
means he'll have to fly, in this bad weather.
(putting on her glasses) This says, "the plane
crashed in foggy, rainy weather near Lambert-
St. Louis Airport, pilots slightly hurt. Four
passengers. Stewardess Ruth Arnstad are
okay." Says the pilots were rescued from the
cockpit. Thank God nobody was killed, but
how awful, just the same.
GRANDMA
Now, dear, don't carry on so about Earl. He
don't fly that much, does he?
MABEL
Mama, he flies to Mexico every weekend!
WAITRESS
Fill it up, Mabel, honey?
MABEL
Oh--no thanks, Delia. We gotta be getting
along-trying to finish our shopping early,
before Earl gets home.
DELIA
I know, hon. The whole town's buzzin' about
Earl's riding, how he's gonna win the
championship of the whole United States!
Say, you should here them high school girls
gossiping! Have they got their caps set for
Earl! Every one of 'em wants the first dance
when he gets home!
DISSOLVE TO
EXT. THE FORWARD DECK OF THE NORTH ISLAND FERRY, SAN DIEGO
HARBOR. THREE HOURS EARLIER, THE SAME DAY.
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LIBERTY-BOUND SAILORS swarm forward along the deck as the little ferry
approaches the mainland DOCK. Behind the ferry loom the CAPITAL SHIPS
OF THE PACIFIC FLEET, tied side by side in a long gray line. On this beautiful
sunny morning its blue waters carry most of America's hope for successful
defense if war breaks out in the Pacific.
CUT TO
MARY
Goodness, Earl, you'd think those boys'd
never been ashore in their life the way they're
rushing for that door!
EARL
(laughing at her seriousness)
I reckon they kind of forget what land looks
like, where they've been.
MARY
The way some of 'em act when they come in
the theater�they're always flirting with us. Mr.
Grigsby tells us to just smile and pretend we
don't hear them. I think they're just lonesome
for their girl back home, (pausing) Earl�you
never talk about the girls back in Sac City.
Are they pretty?
EARL
They're alright, I guess-but none of 'em's as
pretty as a girl I know in California!
MARY
And who might that be, Mr. Smarty?
SAILORS are pressing all around them, pushing past in their eagerness to leave
the vessel. It is not a romantic moment, but it is their moment.
CUT TO
EARL. CLOSE UP as he puts his hands on Mary's shoulders.
The girl I'm thinking of is just about the
sweetest little filly I've ever seen. She has
eyes bluer than the Pacific Ocean, and-and I
think I like her a lot-
MARY
You think? Don't you know, for sure?
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EARL
(pulling her closer)
Gee, Mary. It's kinda special when a fella
kisses his girl for the first time, ain't it?
RIGHT ON TIME, THE FERRY SKIPPER LETS GO AN EAR-SPLITTING BLAST
ON THE AIR HORN AS HIS VESSEL BUMPS THE SAN DIEGO DOCK. Several
sailors passing the couple now EMBRACING grin and nudge one another.
CUT TO
EXT. CHICAGO & NORTHWESTERN TRAIN STATION, SAC CITY DECEMBER
15. NIGHT
A cloud of steam rolls over the platform as the engine grinds to a stop, warming
for an instant the few people waiting to pick up descending passengers. EARL
steps down to greet his FATHER, setting his bag down to hug him before the
two walk through the narrow waiting room to the CAR parked out front. SNOW
is deep in places along the sides of Main Street as they DRIVE through town.
JOHN
Sure is good to have you home, son. Hope
you're planning on stayin' a good while.
Mother's been awful lonesome for you lately.
EARL
I'm gonna stay home two whole weeks and
sleep the whole time, I'm so tired! I rode so
many races out there I'm still ridin' races in my
dreams. I don't ever get off a horse, that way!
JOHN
Don't reckon it hurt you much, seeing's how
you won the Bay Meadows title by such a big
margin. How many wins did you tell us on the
phone the other night�sixty something?
EARL
Sixty five. Daddy! Judge Schilling told me
that's the most any jock's ever win at that
meet! Nearest to me was Skelly, and he only
had thirty some. Best thing is, though, I'm
ahead of Taylor far enough I don't have to
worry much about him catching me while I'm
home. The Boss is worried some, but he told
me to get some rest and not worry too much
about Taylor.
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CUT TO
INT DEW HOME. DECEMBER 18. DAY
THE FAMILY AT BREAKFAST, hotcakes and scrambled eggs the fare.
Finishing up, BETH AND DALE dart out to the mailbox to bring in the Des
Moines Register, a paper very interested in the DEW-TAYLOR BATTLE for first
place in the national standings.
BETH
Look, Daddy! Here it is in the Sports Section.
Don't, Dale, I found it first. Can I read it.
Daddy? (smirking gently at little brother Dale)
It says, "JOCKEY TAYLOR RIDES 270TH
WINNER OF THE YEAR." Is that bad. Daddy?
EARL
(standing up from the table, looking
concerned)
Golly, Dad, that puts him only ten behind me.
Where's that calendar? One, two, three.. .there
ain't but thirteen racing days left. He's got a
few more days at Charlestown and then he'll
be at Tropical Park for opening day. By that
time he may be caught up with me.
MABEL
But, Earl, ten winners ahead's a lot. He might
not win any more at Charlestown. Daddy said
the riders there weren't trying to help him by
trading mounts. Daddy said they don't like
easterners very much.
CUT TO
EARL, STANDING IN THE PASTURE out back, scratching DAISY'S willing ears.
The stubbled CORN FIELDS beyond the Dew place are covered with several
inches of snow and the leaden sky promises more.
CUT TO
INT. THE LIVING ROOM.
Striding purposefully in from the pasture, EARL announces his resolve.
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EARL
I made up my mind. I'm going to Florida and
ride till the new track opens in California.
JOHN
(catching Mabel's frown)
Are you sure, son? That's a long way to
travel for a few days of racing, don't you
think?
EARL
Can't help it. Daddy, I gotta go. I been riding
hard for nearly a year now and I ain't gonna
let Taylor skin me out of the title. I gotta get
me some good mounts down there and keep
ahead of him, no matter what.
DISSOLVE TO
INT. AMERICAN AIRLINES TRANSPORT, EN ROUTE MEMPHIS-MIAMI.
DECEMBER 19. NIGHT
EARL
Miss, may I have another cup of coffee?
STEWARDESS
Sure-here you are. More cream? (curious
about this dapper young man, so much
smaller in stature than the other men on
board)
Are you going home for Christmas?
EARL
No, ma'am. I'm going to ride some races in
Florida. I'm a jockey. Tropical Park opens the
winter season tomorrow.
STEWARDESS
Why, I've been there! My boy friend took me
there last winter. He lost ten dollars on a
horse he said couldn't lose, (laughing) So we
had coffee and doughnuts for dinner. Some
date that was!
EARL
I'm sorry he lost. That happens some times.
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MAN ACROSS THE AISLE.
(he's been listening to every word with
very big ears).
Say, aren't you Earl Dew? Well, I declare! Earl
Dew! I'm JIM BOB REYNOLDS. I'm in cattle
and cotton out of Fort Worth. Earl Dew! Can
you beat that!
EARL
Mighty pleased to meet you, Mr. Reynolds. I
reckon you go to the races back home?
REYNOLDS
Hardly missed a day since racing came back
to Texas. Got us a dandy track right there in
Arlington, smack between Dallas and Fort
Worth. You ought to come out and ride there!
Got a fine bunch of horses out there.
(OVER)THIS IS FIRST OFFICER
WAINWRIGHT: FOLKS, WE'RE PREPARING
FOR OUR DESCENT INTO MIAMI. PLEASE
FASTEN YOUR SEAT BELTS AND HOLD ON.
IT'S A LITTLE BUMPY BUT WE'LL SOON BE
ON THE GROUND. BEEN NICE HAVING
YOU WITH US TONIGHT.
REYNOLDS
Say, wait'll I tell Clara and the boys I met Earl
Dew on his way to ride Tropical Park! Sure
hope you can get some winners here, Earl.
Been rooting for you all season, whenever we
see your name in the paper. Taylor's a native
Texan but somehow you just naturally got my
attention and I want you to win the
championship, I sure do.
EARL
(touched and encouraged)
Gee, thanks, Jim Bob. I'm sure aiming to win
that championship!
EXT. TROPICAL PARK RACE TRACK, MIAMI, FLORIDA. DECEMBER 20. DAY
A LONG VIEW of the whole establishment, from the backside, taking in the
Clubhouse on the left, the main grandstand, the palms waving in the sea
breezes, the color and pageantry of racing in one of its most beautiful venues.
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CUT TO
INT. THE JOCKEYS ROOM. DAY
EARL, seated on a bench in front of his cubicle, studying the Racing Form,
when ANOTHER JOCKEY approaches, a little tentatively. We see only his
boots at first, until he stops in front of EARL.
PULL BACK TO REVEAL
JOCKEY WALTER LEE TAYLOR, the toast of Houston, Texas and the East
Coast racing establishment. He is slightly shorter than EARL, perhaps a shade
stockier through the shoulders, a good looking kid.
TAYLOR
(speaking with a soft South Texas drawl as
he extends his hand)
You must be Earl Dew. I'm Walter Lee Taylor.
My valet told me he saw you over at the
Commission office this morning.
EARL
Hi, Walter. I've heard a lot about you.
TAYLOR
Don't believe everything you read in the
papers, kid! You gonna ride here for awhile?
EARL
Least till Golden Gate opens, I reckon.
There's been so much rain out there they
keep postponing the opening.
TAYLOR
Well, good luck. Dew. Guess one of us is
gonna wind up the national champ in a few
days. See you around.
EARL
Sure, Walter.
CUT TO
INT. THE BEEZLEY'S ROOM, HOTEL OAKLAND, OAKLAND, CALIFORNIA.
DECEMBER 21. NIGHT
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HAZEL
War news, that's all you can get on the radio
these days. Sometimes I think if I hear about
one more bombing in Shanghai or London I'll
scream I
BEEZLEY
I know, Chickie, but the whole world's going
crazy. If we get into this war in Europe the
tracks'll shut down, for sure. There won't be
enough able-bodied horsemen around to run.
HAZEL
Maybe we can find that Frisco station that
carries racing news. What number is it? 550 or
somethin' like that�wait a minute, maybe this
is it�
(OVER) "�AND WEST COAST FANS
WAITING NEWS ON THE JOCKEY
CHAMPIONSHIP RACE NOW BEING WAGED
IN MIAMI. FLORIDA, HERE'S AN A.P. PRESS
RELEASE HOT OFF THE WIRE: "WALTER
LEE TAYLOR RODE ONE MORE WINNER
YESTERDAY AND THREE MORE TODAY.
AND THUS PULLED WITHIN EASY STRIKING
DISTANCE OF HIS RIVAL. EARL DEW.
TAYLOR'S SPECTACULAR SURGE
FORWARD GAVE HIM 274 WINNERS FOR
THE YEAR, ONLY SIX BEHIND DEW, A
RECENT ARRIVAL FROM CALIFORNIA.
TAYLOR SCORED A MAJOR TRIUMPH IN
TODAY'S FEATURE, THE $2,000 ADDED
MIAMI HANDICAP, ON E.K. BRYSON'S
CLYDE TOLSON. DEW FINISHED IN A DEAD
HEAT FOR THIRD. TAYLOR WON ON
TALENT, EARLIER, AND DEW WAS TWELFTH
AND LAST ON PARI-EARNEST. TAYLOR'S
FIRST OF THE DAY WAS ON BELL TOWER,
AND DEW WAS ON WING, ELEVENTH IN A
FIELD OF TWELVE.�"
BEEZLEY
Hang it! Them trainers is giving every cull in
their stable to Butch! The poor kid's gettin' on
stock that shoulda been ruled off the track for
takin' up stall space! And look at Taylor!
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They're giving him every favorite they can get
him on.
HAZEL
Isn't there something we can do? We can't
just let him sit there riding them 50-1 shots
and not help him, some way!
BEEZLEY
(thoroughly exasperated)
Haz, How can I help him when he's three
thousand miles across the country! Them
Eastern trainers'!! do everything they can to
help Taylor and nothin'to help Butch. If he
had a few friends there he could get some
decent mounts.
CUT TO
EXT TROPICAL PARK SADDLING PADDOCK. DAY
EARL, togged in the red and blue silks of CALUMET FARMS, talking with trainer
"PLAIN BEN" JONES.
EARL
I sure appreciate you're giving me this
chance, Mr. Jones. I thought Light As Air had
a chance in this race, but I reckon Remote
Control's got even more.
JONES
He's ready. Earl. Just rate him a little in the
early going, and then give him his head about
the three-eights pole. Shouldn't have to touch
him more than once or twice. He's a willing
colt.
EARL
I'll ride him like you say, Mr. Jones.
JONES
Good. You sure haven't been getting many
chances to ride since you got here. Mr.
Wright's pleased to give you a chance on one
of our colts.
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EARL
Gee, that's mighty swell of you, Mr. Jones.
JONES
By the way, the Wrights are here today, so do
your best to win this one. Okay?
"RIDERS UP!" (OVER)
EARL
Yes, Sir!
CUT TO
INT. MARLA'S PALMETTO CAFE, NEAR TROPICAL PARK. DECEMBER 24,
CHRISTMAS EVE. NIGHT
SEATED IN A CORNER BOOTH, EARL chats with former jockey great, EARL
SANDE, immortalized in poetry by famed New York turf writer, Damon Runyon,
as "Handy Sande." Like most former riders, SANDE has put on weight.
SANDE
I got a kick out of watching you out there
today on that nifty little gray in the second.
Your riding style reminds me of the way I rode
when I was comin' up, low down on the
withers. I see a lot of youngsters that ain't
riding in rhythm with the horse at all. Their
back's so high in the air they might as well tie
a kite to it. Who taught you to ride like that?
EARL
I guess my daddy taught me to stay low and
he showed me how to feel what the horse is
doing under you so's you're working with him
'stead of against him. Daddy says a horse
has a tough enough time carrying all that
weight at top speed without making it tougher
on him by poor riding.
SANDE
The Form says you're still three ahead of
Taylor, counting the three he got today. You
on anything good tomorrow?
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EARL
I don't know. Maybe one--l ride four.
SANDE
Earl, I think you're wasting your time here.
These old boys are pulling so hard for Taylor
you'll never get much with a decent chance,
not in time to win the title. If I was you I'd get
myself out West again where the trainers want
to see you win this thing.
EARL
Maybe you're right-maybe I ought to pack up
and try to get some mounts at Santa Anita.
Trouble is the Boss don't know many trainers
in them big stables down south.
SANDE. CLOSE.
Earl, you're leading rider in the country!
There ain't a trainer any place that don't know
you now! (smiling, with a wink) You know
what's the matter with you, kid? You don't
know how good you are! When I was your
age coming off the Idaho bushes the older
riders tried to tell me and I wouldn't listen! I
thought they was just trying to make me feel
good. They was trying to let me know I was
good! Once I got that through my head I got
some confidence, and after that I knew I could
win on any man's horse!
EARL
The Boss' been telling me the same thing, Mr.
Sande-it's been hard to believe it, I guess.
SANDE
Believe it, kid. Believe it every time you step
through that door into the Paddock. There
ain't another rider out there that's got more
natural talent. Take Earl Sande's word for it.
CUT TO
EXT. THE STARTING GATE, THE FIELD FOR THE THIRD RACE. DECEMBER
25, CHRISTMAS DAY
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Two horses remain to be loaded, as the GATE MEN push one recalcitrant into
the five slot, WALTER LEE TAYLOR ABOARD BEST QUALITY. In the adjacent
stall, unlike his name, PROTEST, EARL'S mount loads willingly, and the field is
ready for the start. Before pulling his goggles EARL smiles at TAYLOR; it is not
returned. Along the line the RIDERS CROUCH over their mounts, waiting for
the bell.
CAMERA INSIDE THE TRACK should pick up Best Quality on the rail coming
into the home stretch, with Protest close beside him. A HORSE NEXT TO
EARL'S MOUNT begins to LUG IN, just enough that Earl's mount is forced over
against Taylor's, in what the riders call "bumping," usually accidental, always
dangerous. Considering his proximity to the rail, under pressure to win,
TAYLOR OVERREACTS, hitting Protest across the shoulder with his bat. All
three riders safely straighten their mounts entering the straightaway and finish
the race without further incident.
CUT TO
THE JOCKEYS ROOM.
TAYLOR. CLOSE.
(hot anger showing on his flushed face)
You tried to ride me into the rail!
EARL
I did not! Buddy's horse hit me on the
outside and shoved me in.
TAYLOR
You're a danged liar. Dew, and--
A FIGHT ensues. EARL SWINGS, and CONNECTS. Taylor goes down, and
TWO VALETS jump between the boys to break it up, with the CUSTODIAN
running up to make sure it stops.
CUT TO
INT. THE STEWARDS STAND. DECEMBER 26. DAY
NEWSMEN, PHOTOGRAPHERS, AND TRACK OFFICIALS surround the TWO
AUSTERE GENTLEMEN invested with ultimate power in arbitration on the track,
STEWARDS SAM C. NUCHOLS AND TOM THORP.
NUCHOLS
Boys, we understand your feelings got away
from you a little yesterday, in the heat of
battle. You realize we cannot let your conduct
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in the Jockeys Room go unpunished. But we
also recognize your position in riding for the
national championship. Our decision is to fine
you each $25 and warn you that further
violations will be dealt with much more
severely.
THORP
Now, we want you boys to shake hands and
get back to riding for that title, and may the
best man win.
CAMERAS FLASH as the photos for release over the wire services are taken,
showing two handsome young jockeys exchanging a friendly handshake.
TAYLOR'S SMILE appears a little forced when it hits the papers around the
country.
EXT. THE TRACK, ABOUT FIFTY YARDS SHY OF THE STARTING GATE,
LATER IN THE AFTERNOON.
LOW ANGLE ON A FRACTIOUS HORSE, rearing up, the rider hanging onto
mane and reins for dear life, then wheeling and jumping as it comes back to
earth. EARL'S MOUNT, STINGALING, is throwing a fit as they approach the
starting gate; EARL is dumped unceremoniously as the horse BOLTS down the
track, and is finally rounded up by an OUTRIDER. Bringing the animal back, a
gate man gives Earl a leg up, and the field is loaded.
VIEWED FROM BEHIND, the field breaks, but Earl's mount breaks a dismal
last, runs listlessly up the track in hopeless pursuit of the disappearing field,
finishes last, beaten by a bunch of lengths.
CUT TO
EARL, STANDING IN THE IRONS as he pulls up around the turn. Several riders
cantering back nod and roll their eyes in sympathy. One CALLS OUT:
JOCKEY
Where I come from we call that bronc riding!
EARL
You can say that again.
CUT TO
THE FINISH LINE as riders unsaddle before weighing out. EARL'S VALET steps
up to help.
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EARL
Tippy, pack my gear. I'm headin' for California
tonight!
DISSOLVE TO
EXT. MIAMI AIRPORT. NIGHT
EARL hands a STEWARDESS his ticket and climbs the portable ramp to an
AMERICAN AIRLINES PLANE, bound for Nashville and connections West. He
carries an evening paper under his arm.
CUT TO
EARL seated on the aisle near the front of the plane, scanning the NEW YORK
TIMES for racing nev/s. He finds it. (OVER HIS SHOULDER we can see Jack
Guenther's massive headline): HUSTLE AND NERVE MAKE lOWAN A LEADING
JOCKEY. With him we read on: "It is certain that this nerve-tingling battle for the
1940 jockey title will crowd the Bowl games for headline space until the very
end of the year. In fact, a verdict won't be reached until the evening of
December 31 when the result of the eighth race at Santa Anita comes ticking in
from California. Not until then can the railbirds know for sure if the handsome
bronze plaque goes to Earl Dew of Sac City, Iowa or Walter Lee Taylor of
Houston, Texas. There are only six days of action left on the calendar, yet the
two Johnny-come-latelys are locked tighter than the front doors at Fort Knox."
EARL slumps back in his seat, a very tired and concerned young man, not
emotionally spent but working on it.
CUT TO
INT. FORT WORTH, TEXAS AIRPORT. NIGHT
EARL WALKING through the nearly deserted Terminal in the middle of the night.
A few sleepy PASSENGERS glance at him as he heads for the gate to board
the EL PASO flight.
CUT TO
INT. AMERICAN AIRLINES PLANE. AT DAWN, OVER WEST TEXAS. DAY
EARL STIRS in his window seat to look down on the tawny vista of sage and
cotton fields scattered across the bone-dry TRANS-PECOS below.
CUT TO
INT. EL PASO AIRPORT. DAY
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EARL standing at a wall phone, calling the Boss in Oakland.
His expression is not joyful.
EARL
Are you sure they'll let the track open
tomorrow?
CUT TO
THE BEEZLEY'S ROOM, HOTEL OAKLAND
BEEZLEY
Butch, they're tellin' us we can race if there's
no more rain today. Best I can tell you, son.
Right now the sky's clearing over the Bay, so
it looks good for tomorrow. Weather man's
saying we should have sunshine the whole
weekend-course he's been saying that for a
month. You get some rest on that plane today
and we'll pick you up at the airport tomorrow
night. I've got you on five head Saturday, and
I think you got a good chance with two,
maybe three of 'em.
EARL. CLOSE.
I sure hope they race. Boss. I only got four
days to go, and I need all the good horses I
can get on every day if I'm going to beat
Taylor.
CUT TO
EARL walking across the tarmac to board the BURBANK, CALIFORNIA FLIGHT,
hears himself being HAILED from behind.
VOICE
Earl! Earl Dew!
TURNING, EARL SEES RALPH NEVES, 'The Portuguese Pepperpot," a fiery
little man with a deserved reputation as a very capable journeyman jockey.
EARL
Hello, Ralph! I sure didn't expect to see you
out here in Texas!
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NEVES
Blaney had a stakes horse in at New Orleans
and I owed him a favor. Should of paid him off
some other way--the dog finished tenth in a
twelve horse field. At least I got me some
good chow in the French Quarter! How's the
title race going?
PULL BACK TO REVEAL
EARL AND RALPH climbing the ramp.
EARL
My boss' got five for me at Golden Gate
tomorrow, and I'm on ten at Caliente Sunday.
I couldn't do no good at Tropical.
NEVES
A lot of jocks would trade you places right
now, Earl, even with the bum mounts at
Miami. You're going places in this game, and
it won't take you long to get there at the rate
you're going. You ain't banged up much, and
you're young. When I was your age I was
already hangin' together with balin' wire and
spit.
EARL
You got hurt a lot when you first started
riding?
NEVES
Too much--the worst when I was I was fifteen.
Lied about my age when I got my license in
'33. A couple years later I'm on the lead at
Bay Meadows when we hit the eighth pole.
This geezer I'm on ducks in and I come off
the saddle like a torpedo--hit the rail so hard I
bounce half way back onto the track! They
tell me half the field run over me. I don't
remember a thing, I'm out cold. The doc runs
over and checks my pulse and heart beat and
nothing's doing. He pronounces me dead, so
the announcer gets on the horn and says,
"The jockey is dead. Let's bow our heads in a
moment of silence." Women are crying, men
104
are crying, everybody's crying for poor, dead
Ralphie.
EARL
Wfiat happened?
NEVES
They loaded me in the ambulance and carried
me to the hospital. Put me in the basement
under a sheet till the morgue wagon could get
there to pick me up.
EARL
Did they�
NEVES
Nah. I woke up a while later, naked as a
jaybird and freezing to death under this sheet,
and the bums have got my clothes locked up
some place out of sight.
EARL
You mean you wasn't hurt at all?
NEVES
I was sore all over, but I was so cold I
couldn't hardly feel the bruises.
EARL
What'd you do then?
NEVES
When I first come to I thought, 'this must be
heaven' but then I decided heaven couldn't be
this cold and I was pretty sure hell couldn't be
either! So I decided to get out of there
before I died of pneumonia.
EARL
Did you find your clothes?
NEVES
Nope. I wrapped myself up in this sheet and
ran up the stairs till I found an outside door-
ran across the parking lot and caught a cab
and told that old boy to take me to the races.
You should of seen his face! He turned
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white'r'n my sheet -he was so scared I could
hear his knees knockin' all the way to Bay
Meadows. I win two races that afternoon and
wound up beating Longden, Westrope, and
Adams for the meet title.
EARL
(laughing)
Ralph, if you could do all that when you were
fifteen I reckon I can get through the next few
days in one piece and just maybe I can still
win this thing!
CUT TO
EXT. BURBANK AIRPORT, THE SAN FERNANDO VALLEY, NEAR LOS
ANGELES. FRIDAY AFTERNOON, DECEMBER 27. DAY
EARL'S PLANE touching down, tires SCREECHING AND SMOKING, slowing
gradually, turning to approach a small TERMINAL BUILDING.
CUT TO
INT. PASSENGER WAITING ROOM. DAY
EARL, hurrying across the room, dodging suitcases and children, until he hears
on the LOUDSPEAKER: "EARL DEW, MR. EARL DEW, PLEASE REPORT TO
THE AMERICAN AIRLINES COUNTER. MR. DEW�"
CUT TO
A TICKET AGENT, handing EARL a telegram.
CUT TO
EARL READING IT: "OPENING POSTPONED AGAIN DUE TO RAIN. GO SANTA
ANITA TODAY, CALIENTE TOMORROW AS PLANNED. GOOD LUCK.
BEEZLEY.
The telegram with its disappointing message forces an audible GROAN from a
tired young jockey�
CUT TO
EXT. THE SIDEWALK OUTSIDE THE BURBANK TERMINAL. DAY
SIGNALING A CAB near the curb, EARL leans down to speak to the cabby.
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EARL
Can you take me clear to Arcadia?
CABBY
(thinking it over, glancing at his watch)
Yeah--where ya headed?
EARL
Santa Anita.
CABBY
(now more interested)
The track? Sure, hop in! You ain't got a hot
tip you can give me, have ya? I could use a
little extra this month.
EARL
I've got a hot tip alright: Earl Dew's gonna win
the jockey championship of the whole United
States of America in about three more days!
CUT TO
EXT THE GROUNDS OF SANTA ANITA TRACK, ARCADIA. DAY
THE CAB, moving around the circle drive to the backside of the beautifully
appointed grandstand, FLAGS WAVING In the morning breeze, stately palms
towering over colorful GARDENS around the grounds.
CUT TO
EARL, paying the cabby and trotting to an entrance that takes him to--
INT. THE STEWARDS OFFICE. DAY
POV EARL, as he opens the door and walks in, to be greeted by several
horsemen and clerks. One TRAINER calls out--
TRAINER
Earl, I thought you were headed for Golden
Gate!
EARL
I was, Reggie, but the Boss wired me at
Burbank. Racing's postponed again, so I
came over here to see if I can get some
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mounts this afternoon. You got anything in
today?
REGGIE
Got two in, but I'm committed to Balaski on
both of 'em. Les ain't been doing too good
here lately. Earl, or I'd ask him to take off at
least one of 'em for you.
EARL
Sure, Reggie, sure. I'll find something.
Thanks, anyway.
Hearing the exchange, a CLERK steps through a slightly opened door into the
inner sanctum, the STEWARDS OFFICE, emerging a moment later with
STEWARD DEWEY STEVENS, an ebullient man of fifty or so, neatly dressed for
hot weather. He is carrying a newspaper, puts it under his arm as he clasps
Earl's hand in both of his.
STEVENS
Earl! How are you? We'd heard you were
leaving Miami, but I didn't expect to see you
here. Morrie just told me you got rained out
in the Bay Area.
EARL
Yes sir. Mr. Beezley informed me just before I
got a plane for Oakland. He told me to come
over here and see if I could get some mounts
this afternoon, before I go down to Caliente
tomorrow.
STEVENS
(pulling on his chin, thinking hard)
Well, now�how can we help you? (without
waiting for an answer) I expect we might get a
few of the boys to take a little vacation today,
but we can't put much pressure on them, you
understand.
EARL
(anxiously)
Oh, no, sir, I wouldn't want to do that. I just
thought if there are any trainers still looking for
a rider over at the barns this morning you
might not mind if I scouted around.
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STEVENS
You have our permission to lool< around, Earl.
If you turn something up let us know right
away. Tell Lucky at the Secretary's Office
soon as you know if there's going to be a
rider change. Before you go, you'd better
hear this. Have you seen this morning's A.P.
report from Miami?
EARL
No, Sir, I haven't seen it.
STEVENS
(adjusting his glasses)
Here, I'll read it to you. Just might cheer you
up in spite of your problems with our
California weather: It says, "Miami, December
27. Jockey Walter Lee Taylor had four mounts
scratched because of sloppy weather at
Tropical Park Friday, but still managed to boot
home two winners and tie Earl Dew for 1940
riding honors with 283 victories. Day by day
the hard riding Texan had whittled down
Dew's lead. Friday he appeared virtually
certain to go ahead of Dew while the latter
was flying west to ride in Mexico and
California. With the score tied, Taylor has
three more days of racing left this year. Dew,
on the other hand, has four more days
because he expects to be able to take
advantage of a Sunday program at Agua
Caliente. He received a wire just before
leaving here Thursday evening saying he is
booked to ride ten races of the 14 scheduled
over the Mexican course. For Taylor, the
weather has made the picture uncertain. No
matter how many mounts he is named to ride,
he has no way of knowing how many will be
scratched because of a muddy track." What
do you make of that! Taylor's got the same
problem with the weather! There must be
some justice left on the earth after all!
EARL
(smiling gently)
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Well, at least it evens it out a little, me having
to fly west and missing Friday's mounts.
Thanks for helping me out, Mr. Stevens.
STEVENS
Glad to do what we can, Earl. You ride a
bunch of winners tomorrow and come back
up here Monday and win some more. We're
all pulling for you!
DISSOLVE TO
EXT. BEEZLEY'S CAR. THE MAIN AVENIDA, DOWNTOWN TIJUANA, BAJA
CALIFORNIA. NIGHT
RAIN IS FALLING, very gently, hardly more than a mist, but the usual
SATURDAY NIGHT CROWD moves relentlessly from cantina to cantina as
BEEZLEY AND EARL drive slowly along the street, stopping frequently to avoid
collision with pedestrian traffic that often ignores the crossing lanes.
EARL
Do you think this rain'll let up so's the track
won't be too sloppy tomorrow?
BEEZLEY
(honking at the foot traffic)
I dunno. Butch. Weather man in LA. says it
might get wetter before the sun comes out
again. I sure hope it don't. This track's like
glue after a steady rain.
EARL
Do you know anything about these horses I'm
on tomorrow?
BEEZLEY
Not much. Butch. I know Tracy's mare likes
the mud but she's been a little sore lately. He
took her to Phoenix for a couple of races and
she didn't pay the feed bill. I don't know
diddly about the rest of 'em.
CUT TO
A VIEW OF THE AVENIDA as it becomes a narrower street, with fewer
pedestrians, and finally is almost deserted. The RAIN IS PELTING DOWN
NOW.
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EARL
Gee, Boss, we'll be runnin' in the muck
tomorrow, for sure.
CUT TO
A ROADSIDE SIGN: PLAZA DE TOROS 5 KM
CUT TO
A SMALL SHOP ADVERTISING: TORTILLAS FAMOSO DE AGUA CALIENTE
CUT TO
BEEZLEY, stopping the car in the middle of the deserted, muddy road. Ahead
In the darkness, ILLUMINATED eerily by its own night lights, looms the
grandstand of Agua Caliente Race Track.
BEEZLEY
(chortling)
Butch, do you know what "agua caliente"
means in Spanish?
EARL
(seeing little humor in their soggy
circumstances)
I don't think so. Boss.
BEEZLEY
(rolling down the car window and cupping
his hand to catch some raindrops)
It means, "hot water." Can you beat that? This
sure don't look like hot water to me! (rubbing
some of his collection on Earl's face) Don't
feel like it, neither! (laughing harder) Agua
Caliente, my foot!
CUT TO
INT. THE JOCKEYS ROOM. AGUA CALIENTE TRACK. SUNDAY, DECEMBER
29. DAY CLOSE ON EARL'S MUD-STREAKED FACE as he walks back into the
room following the third race; he is grinning from ear to ear. Riders in clean
silks gather around him quickly.
JOCKEY
KAI SHEN did it for you!
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A CHEER goes up from the riders, those nearest slapping Earl on the back as
he passes through to his cubicle.
VALET
Gimme your colors. Earl, and get in the
shower, pronto. The Stewards passed the
word they want to get this card over quick as
possible. They just sent word down to hurry it
up.
EARL
I'll skip the shower, Orv--just get me a hot
wash rag so's I can wash the mud out of my
eyes-couldn't see much out there at all.
Good thing the mare knew her way around
that track.
JOCKEY CHARLIE STEVENSON
Did you find out how many Taylor won
yesterday?
EARL
(pulling on a clean pair of pants)
Yeah, he win two. Put him two up on me till
Kai Shen win this one for me today-only one
behind now. I need this one to tie him.
STEVENSON
Good luck, kid. Watch out for that river along
the rail-it's murder.
EARL
Thanks, Charlie. I was in it for a few yards
down the backstretch. I know what you
mean.
CUT TO
THE SCALES, as EARL steps up on them following a race he obviously lost.
He is carrying nearly his own weight in mud, from head to boots. SEEING his
discouragement, the Clerk of the Scales, JUAN DIAZ, attempts some cheer.
DIAZ
Amigo, you still got another race. You can
make it, amigo!
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EARL
(attempting a smile through the mud
spattered across his mouth)
I'd sure like to think so, but I got no chance
with this next one, Juan. Tex told me he's got
no lick in the mud.
JUAN
Buena suerte, amigo.
EARL
Thanks-Amigo.
CUT TO
INT THE JOCKEYS ROOM. VERY LATE IN THE AFTERNOON.
BEEZLEY threads his way precariously through the riders and valets working
hard to get ready for the final race of the dreary day.
BEEZLEY
Butch, I think I've got something for you.
Lloyd Knapp's just offered to trade mounts
with you-thinks his horse can handle the slop
pretty well. He won on him a few weeks ago
in stuff nearly as deep as this. Name's
Magnanimous. If you agree Knapp'll call the
Stewards and request the swap. What do you
say?
EARL
Golly, Boss, I don't know. I sort of hate to
take a good chance away from Uoyd-
CUTTO
LLOYD KNAPP, a veteran rider pushing the limits when riding will no longer be
viable, is suddenly standing behind EARL, placing a firm hand on his shoulder.
KNAPP
Do you want that championship or not?
EARL
(standing and turning to face Knapp)
Yes, I want it.
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KNAPP
Then take Magnanimous. He ain't favored to
win, but if you ride him like I tell you he can
do it just the same.
EARL
Gee, I'd like-
KNAPP
Good. It's settled. You got no chance with
His Prim at 25-1. You got a good chance with
Magnanimous at 7-2. Now listen to me
carefully! Do exactly what I tell you. Don't
ride this horse like you think you ought to ride
him. Ride him like I tell you to ride him, and
that's an order.
EARL
Okay, Uoyd, you're the boss.
KNAPP
Let him find his own pace in the early going.
Rate him, keep him inside. You're breaking
from the four hole, so that won't be hard. Wait
till a mile's been run. You'll have to go
through muck and ruin. Stay there till you turn
for home, then give'em his head. You got
that, clear?
EARL
I won't forget, Lloyd. And I won't forget your
doing this for me.
KNAPP
(grinning)
Never mind, kid-just get out there and ride
him like I'm the toughest trainer you ever rode
for, the kind that puts the fear of God in you if
you lose it by careless riding.
CUT TO
THE POST PARADE FOR THE FINAL RACE. DUSK
Astride the black gelding, EARL guides MAGNANIMOUS through the murk,
daylight nearly failing them in the still falling rain. The track surface has become
a quagmire, churned by the hundreds of hooves driving into it all day.
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THIS RACE WILL BE SEEN IN SILENCE, as though sound has vanished for
good. PAN WITH THE BRAKES NEARLY ON-with the horses entering the
gate, standing quietly in the drizzle, breaking as cleanly as horses can in a sea
of mud; follow them around the track, shooting the action at intervals UNTIL
THE LAST TURN. CLOSE UP on EARL as he obeys Knapp's instructions to a
T. He is laying inside, two horses off the rail when he gives the gelding his
head, releasing the pressure on the bit. MAGNANIMOUS draws on his
thousand year heritage as a thoroughbred and will to win this race for his rider.
AT THE FINISH his neck extends far enough in front to be declared the winner.
CANTERING BACK, again covered with mud, barely recognizable, comes EARL
on the horse aptly named: Magnanimous, noble in his muddy regality, carrying
one very happy jockey to the Winner's Circle for the customary photo, though
in the gloom it likely won't show much.
ANNOUNCER (OVER)
"Ladies and gentlemen, Sefiors y Senoras.
Let's give a big hand to the winning jockey.
Earl Dew, who is now tied for the 1940
championship. Jockey Dew has two more
days to win the national championship. Let's
wish him well, a big BUENA SUERTE from his
Agua Caliente friends!"
INT. THE JOCKEYS ROOM.
PANDEMONIUM breaks loose as EARL enters, as riders, valets, and track
officials crowd around the muddy kid from Sac City. SEVERAL RIDERS GRAB
EARL, EARL YELLING FOR HELP, as he is thrown into the warm shower, silks
and all. Emerging, sputtering, spitting water, grinning happily, he is tongue tied.
BEEZLEY walks over to him and hugs him, water and all.
BEEZLEY
Okay, you guys nearly drowned the next
champion. Give him a chance to get out of
these duds and dry off, will ya? I don't want
my boy catchin' his death of pneumonia in the
Jock's Room two days before he wins the title.
SOMEBODY shoves LLOYD KNAPP fonvard from the back of the room.
(OVER) What about Knappie? He's okay in my
book!
CHEERS GO UP around the room.
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Stripped to the waist and toweling off, EARL faces his benefactor.
EARL
I don't know what to say, Lloyd. 'Thank you"
sounds kinda lame.
KNAPP
Thank you's just fine. Earl. Glad I could do it.
The big fella run just like I told you, didn't he?
You rode him just right. You deserve to win
the title, kid. When you're up there remember
the old boys down here who'll never have a
chance to do what you're doing. That'll be
thanks enough for all of us.
EARL
(with eyes misting)
I won't forget, Lloyd. I promise I won't forget
you or any of my friends here. You can count
on it.
A CHORUS breaks out as a husky valet crawls beneath KNAPP and lifts him on
his shoulders: "FOR HE'S A JOLLY GOOD FELLOW-"
DISSOLVE TO
INT. ARCADIA PLAZA HOTEL, NEAR SANTA ANITA TRACK. DECEMBER 30.
DAY
EARL, sitting up in bed, rubbing his eyes, aware of the sound of a radio
broadcast coming from the bath he shares with the BEEZLEYS in the next
room. WATER IS RUNNING but he can hear the VOICE of the-
NEWSCASTER
"-London suffered incendiary bomb attacks
last night, with heavy casualties. For a few
hours the incendiaries popped like starbursts
from skyrockets and rained on the streets and
rooftops with a clatter, in some districts of
London-"
BEEZLEY opens the door and sticks his head into Earl's room.
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BEEZLEY
Better hit the deck, son. Can't win no
championship sleepin' all morning in that bed!
Besides, Hazel's bustin' for some of them
buckwheat cakes in the Coffee Shop, says
she won't go to the track till she's had' em,
title or no title, so you better get a move on!
CUT TO
BEEZLEY'S CAR, MOVING ALONG A BROAD BOULEVARD TOWARD SANTA
ANITA TRACK. DAY
HAZEL
(sympathetically)
What's the matter, hon? Cat's had your
tongue all morning. You hardly touched them
pancakes. You worried about winning today?
EARL
No-I dunno-l was just thinkin' about them
poor people over there in London. They must
be awful scared, with them bombs fallin' every
night like that.
BEEZLEY
The way Hitler's goin' I reckon he'll tackle us
next. I hate to think like this, but I don't see
how we can stay out of this war much longer.
(glancing at Earl) If we do. Butch, you'll get
called up to serve.
CUT TO
SANTA ANITA'S IMMENSE GRANDSTAND looming above rows of stately palms
as they approach the track.
EARL
My dad and I talked about that when I was
home. Grant Zufelt told me his cousin's
breaking horses at Fort Robinson, and he
likes the Army just fine. Maybe I could do that
if we go to war.
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CUT TO
EXT. THE SADDLING PADDOCK, TROPICAL PARK, MIAMI. DAY
WALTER LEE TAYLOR Stands talking to E.K. BRYSON, owner, as his trainer
pulls the girth on LOCKED OUT.
BRYSON
You ready, Walter Lee?
TAYLOR
(confidently)
Yes, Sir. He looks fit as a fiddle, Mr. Bryson.
You be waiting in the Win Circle. Me and
Locked Out' II be back in a few minutes with a
check for you.
BRYSON
That's the kind of talk I like to hear from my
riders. Go get'em, boy!
As the TRAINER leads him around the Paddock to the track entrance, several
pretty Southern belles leaning over the fence catch the jockey's attention.
BLOND GIRL
(coyly)
Do win a race for us, Walter Lee, honey!
TAYLOR nods, grins, and winks.
A MONTAGE OF TRACK SCENES. TAYLOR astride Locked Out, sitting in the
starting gate-TAYLOR breaking from the gate-TAYLOR moving through traffic
on the backstretch-TAYLOR charging hard on the outside around the final turn-
-TAYLOR thrusting his mount into a flying lead down the stretch, a storybook
ride to the finish, two lengths on top-TAYLOR galloping back to the Winner's
Circle-as he rides in-
TRACK ANNOUNCER
Now entering the Winner's Circle aboard
Locked Out is Jockey Walter Lee Taylor,
Tropical Park's candidate for the 1940 Jockey
Championship. He has now ridden 286
winners! Let's give Jockey Taylor a big.
Tropical Park welcome and congratulations!"
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CUT TO
EXT. THE SADDLING PADDOCK, SANTA ANITA TRACK, ARCADIA,
CALIFORNIA. DAY
FROM ABOVE, LOOKING DOWN ON MUSICAL JACK'S TRAINER AND EARL.
CLOSE UP. EARL'S demeanor is dead serious, but he looks relaxed,
nevertheless.
TRAINER
He's ready as can be. Earl-been working real
good, and if he don't blow hisself out too early
he'll come on for you. Save some ground on
the inside if you can-shake him up a little on
the turn-show him the whip but don't hit him
or he'll quit on you-wave it at him a coupla
times, and turn him loose. Okay?
EARL
Do the best I can.
TRAINER
Good luck, kid.
CUT TO
THE STRETCH RUN. EARL. CLOSE UP. Laying very flat over the withers in the
classic raceriding style not uniquely his, but so rarely seen among jockeys as to
be called uncommon. THE CAMERA should capture the sense of aesthetic
beauty in the perfect rhythm and unity of form between horse and rider in a
TRAVELING SHOT the entire length of the long home stretch, perhaps in SLOW
MOTION to give us an understanding that this is no ordinary racerider we are
watching. FLASHING UNDER THE WIRE a length to the good, standing in the
irons as he pulls the horse up around the turn, turning and cantering back to
the Winner's Circle-
CUTTO
The TRACK ANNOUNCER pitching his approval: "-win number 286 for Santa
Anita's own. Jockey Earl Dew-" PEALS OF APPLAUSE roll through the stands,
with the whole crowd on their feet, shouting and clapping.
CUT TO
INT. THE LONG PASSAGEWAY leading from the JOCKEYS ROOM to the
parking lot across from the Grandstand entrance. EARL is walking alone, with
one more day in which to prove himself the best rider in the nation.
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CUT TO
THE BEEZLEYS waiting for EARL near tlie flower beds across the entrance
drive.
BEEZLEY
A good ride, Butch-
HAZEL
What do you mean, "good ride!" He was
beautiful! You said so yourself! Come on,
hon, we got a surprise waiting for you. Get in,
we're going for a ride. Come on, get in!
CUT TO
BEEZLEY'S CAR HEADED WEST ON A HEAVILY TRAVELED BOULEVARD.
Passing a few signs indicating Pasadena, Los Angeles, and finally Hollywood.
CUT TO
EXT. THE BROWN DERBY RESTAURANT, VINE STREET BETWEEN
HOLLYWOOD BOULEVARD AND SUNSET NIGHT.
THE BEEZLEYS LEADING EARL to a table occupied by JOCKEY JACKIE
WESTROPE AND HIS MOVIE STARLET WIFE, NAN GREY Urbane, handsome,
a bit of a dilettante, Westrope dazzles the movie colony both on and off their
race horses, and has now married into show biz.
WESTROPE
About time you showed up, Earl! Nan and I
were beginning to think we'd been stood up!
Hi, Beez! Here, Hazel, sit here by Nan. You
can tell her everything she needs to know
about being a racetracker's wife. She ain't
been married to one long enough to find it out
yet!
EARL
I'm glad somebody knew we was coming,
Jackie. Hazel and the Boss kept me in the
dark till we got here and I saw you across the
room. I'm pleased to meet you. Nan.
NAN
(with a soft Texas accent)
I'm glad I finally got to meet you. Earl.
Jackie's told me all about you. I declare, I feel
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like I've known you for simply years and
years!
JACKIE
(wfiispering, a little loudly)
Look over there, Nan. There's Robert Taylor
and Barbara Stanwyck! That's Hedda Hopper
they're talking to. Maybe she'll mention you
being here tonight, in her column tomorrow.
Smile if she looks this way!
NAN
(embarrassed)
Honestly, sugar, how you carry on! Matter of
fact Hedda and I already talked, in the powder
room. She says she's seen you ride and she
thinks you're cute, (to the others) Jackie
comes from eastern Montana where there are
absolutely no movie stars, just lots of cows.
He just can't get over seeing them up close
like this. Sometimes I think he married me
'cause I'm an actress and not because he's
madly in love with me. Am I right, Sugar?
JACKIE
(totally distracted by another party of
stars walking in)
Mm--sure, baby--
NAN
( to general laughter)
I don't know what kind of a boy I've married,
sure enough. Mama warned me not to marry
a jockey-said he'd love horses' more'n me.
She didn't tell me he'd love movie stars, too!
JACKIE
(putting his arm around his wife)
I heard that. There ain't a filly in all of
Montana can hold a candle to you, babe. I
guarantee it!
BEEZLEY
(nudging Hazel)
He didn't say nothin' about movie stars.
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HAZEL
Don't pay no attention to him, Nan. He's a
sight!
JACKIE
You're being mighty quiet. Earl. This your first
time in Movieland?
EARL
Sure is. I seen these people in the movies
back home--l just never thought much about
them being real people.
JACKIE
When you win that championship tomorrow
they'll be asking for your autograph, wait and
see.
EARL
(tickled at the notion)
I reckon it'd be the first time anybody from
Sac City ever got asked for one!
JACKIE
You got a good chance in the first tomorrow.
I breezed Philson's colt alongside Sub Deb a
few days ago-she looked mighty fit.
EARL
I sure hope so. I hope I can win a couple
more, too, just to cinch it, 'cause Taylor's
gonna be on some good ones tomorrow, for
sure.
JACKIE
Say, why don't we go out to Trocadero on the
Sunset Strip later on? We're bound to see
some more very big stars there. All the
bigwigs wind up there sooner or later!
BEEZLEY
Not a chance, Jackie. This boy's going to
bed soon's we get back to the hotel. I ain't
gonna have him falling asleep in the gate
tomorrow! Not on the last day of the season
with the championship at stake!
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EXT. THE SADDLING PADDOCK, SANTA ANITA. DECEMBER 31. DAY
EARL, smiling as he exits the JOCKEYS ROOM, other riders joking with him as
they come toward their respective horses. A GROOM holds SUB DEB in the
number seven stall, and trainer H.C. FEAR takes Earl's tack, and begins to
saddle the animal for the first race on the final day of the 1940 season.
CUT TO
FEAR
How ya doing, Earl? Nervous?
EARL
Not exactly, H.C. I just don't want to lose it
by messing up on any of these rides today.
FEAR
You got nothing to worry about, pal. We're all
pulling for you. (cinching the overgirth) Why,
even Iii' Debbie here told me just this morning
she's planning to run her heart out for ya,
didn't ya, girl! (rubbing behind her attentive
ears)
CUT TO
EXT. TROPICAL PARK, MIAMI. THE SADDLING PADDOCK. THE FOURTH
RACE. DAY
WALTER LEE TAYLOR'S LEFT HAND, CLOSE UP, as he reaches down to
adjust the stirrup. HOLD ON THE STIRRUP His face, CLOSE UP. HIS
HANDS, CLOSE UP, as he crosses his reins and ties them.
CUT TO
TAYLOR, standing in the stirrups as he canters TOWN MISS slowly toward the
starting gate.
CUT TO
TAYLOR, BREAKING HARD FROM THE GATE IN AN OUTSIDE POSITION.
CUT TO
THE FIELD, crossing the line, TAYLOR'S MOUNT not in front.
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CUT TO
TOWN MISS, being eased up around the turn.
CUT TO
TAYLOR'S LEFT STIRRUP. His boot beginning to slip, not out of the iron, but
THE WHOLE STIRRUP slipping out and away from the horse's flank, IN SLOW
MOTION, so that we can see the stirrup leather has BROKEN.
CUT TO
JOCKEY TAYLOR beginning to execute a half somersault to the near side, still
holding his whip in his right hand as he turns over in the air.
CUT TO
INT. THE INFIRMARY
DR. ANDERSON probing for probable broken bones in TAYLOR'S right leg.
SEVERAL PEOPLE are in the room, but no one speaks.
TAYLOR
Is anything busted. Doc? Ouch!
ANDERSON
Can't find anything so far, Walter Lee. Is this
where it hurts the most? Sorry--
TAYLOR
Yeah, but if I can walk on it, that proves
nothin's busted, don't it. Doc?
ANDERSON
Not necessarily, but it's a good indication that
maybe it's only a bad bruise. Do you think
she stepped on you when you went down, or
did she kick you when she jumped away from
you?
TAYLOR
I dunno, Doc, honest. I think she kicked me
lt happened so fast. Before I could grab for
her mane I was on the ground. Doc, can I get
back out there? I got to win that title. Two
more races is all the chance I got.
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ANDERSON
I know you want to win it, Walter Lee. I don't
believe anything's broken, but you've got a
serious bruise on this thigh, and I don't want
you walking on it for at least three days, much
less riding.
TAYLOR
Doc! I gotta get out there. You don't
understand how much this means to me! This
is maybe the only chance for the
championship I'll ever have-please. Doc!
Lemme go back!
ANDERSON
(pausing thoughtfully)
On one condition. If you can't handle the pain
when you're still in the paddock you tell that
trainer to pull you down and bring you right
back here. If this wasn't for the title I'd
ground you for the week.
CUT TO
TAYLOR LIMPING to the AMBULANCE for the short ride back to the JOCKEYS
ROOM.
CUT TO
TAYLOR, being helped down from the ambulance. He takes two, three steps
away toward the door, without help, and COLLAPSES, gripping his leg and
MOANING in pain.
CUT TO
THE SADDLING PADDOCK. SANTA ANITA.
Just as FEAR reaches down his hand to give EARL a leg up on Sub Deb, a
VALET runs across the ring to hand a note to FEAR. LOOKING UP to EARL,
FEAR relays the message. Word has just come from TROPICAL PARK:
TAYLOR has been injured and taken off his remaining mounts. He had no
winners prior to his injury.
CUT TO
EARL'S FACE. CLOSE.
Gee, that's too bad. I wanted him to ride
today. If I should have a winner now, I'd sort
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of hate to win that way. I'd just as soon have
a tie under the circumstances. Do you know if
he was badly hurt? I hope not.
FEAR
Earl, it ain't your fault Taylor's hurt. Anyway,
you ain't got it won yet and you're ridin' my
horse. Now get out there and win this race
before I ask the Stewards for a rider change!
Go on with you, now!
CUT TO
THE FIELD.COMING ON THE TRACK, Earl sitting tall and straight on Sub Deb.
PAN WITH THEM as they walk past the grandstand, turn and begin to canter
back in the direction of the starting gate.
CUT TO
A SHOT OF THE GRANDSTAND CROWD, THE PRESS BOX AND STEWARDS
STAND, HIGH UP, AND DOWN TO THE CLUBHOUSE BOXES, FULL OF
HOLLYWOOD'S TOP BRASS-STUDIO MOGULS, DIRECTORS, STARS-ALL
DRESSED FIT TO KILL.
CUT TO
EARL moving his mount into position behind the gate, other RIDERS circling
their horses to quiet them in this tense moment.
CUT TO
DOUG DODSON, smiling encouragement to EARL as he moves his horse in
beside SUB DEB.
CUT TO
EARL, returning Dodson's smile, pulling his goggles, moving Sub Deb into her
stall.
CUT TO
THE START, the gate's clanging open, the riders whooping, the horses
straining for the fast start advantage.
CUT TO
Some MID-POINT in the race when SUB DEB is four or five lengths off the lead-
126
CUT TO
THE FIELD as it navigates the last turn, with EARL'S mount still several lengths
off the leader.
CUT TO
EARL, CLOSE UP Burying his face almost in the horse's mane, his hands
releasing the bit to her choosing, and SUB DEB choosing to give her all for this
kindly young man on her back.
CUT TO
SUB DEB. She is flying now, really flying, and passing the few remaining
horses she holds the lead by a couple of lengths as they pass under the wire.
CUT TO
THE CROWD CLOSEST TO THE RAIL, DOWN FRONT, THE HOI POLLOl OF
RACING, THE TWO DOLLAR BETTERS--they are DELIRIOUS as they realize
they are watching history being made.
CUT TO
EARL, pulling the filly up around the turn, the other jockeys vying for a chance
to ride alongside to grab EARL's hand or pound him on the back. DODSON is
the FIRST to reach him.
DODSON
You did it. Champ! Congratulations!
EARL
(trying to regain breath and
composure simultaneously)
I can't believe it, Doug! Did I win it?
DODSON
You had two lengths on Johnny! You win it,
alright!
CUT TO
THE WINNER'S CIRCLE, as EARL rides SUB DEB into the limelight. Flashbulbs
are popping from all directions, and reporters push into the circle to catch the
new champion's first words.
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CUT TO
THE BEEZLEYS, watching from their box, turning to each other for a
celebration hug and kiss, then turning back to WATCH their protege being feted
by the media and track officials, while the win photo is being taken.
CUT TO
EARL, still mounted, searching the crowd for a glimpse of two familiar faces.
Unable to see them in the vast crowd, he DISMOUNTS and unsaddles, weighs
out, and starts the walk back to the Jockeys Room. Every rider from the race
waits for him; their hugs, shoulder slaps, rib punches, and friendly shoves carry
him along to the door.
CUT TO
THE JOCKEYS ROOM, where a general celebration is in full swing. A LOUD
ROUND OF APPLAUSE accompanied by congratulatory SHOUTS drowns out
the ordinary sounds of a bustling room.
THE CUSTODIAN pushes
through the crowd waving a
TELEGRAM, (nearly shouting)
This just came from Miami, Earl-thought you'd
like to see it right away-
EARL
Thanks, Mike. Taylor! Let's see: "WELL, KID,
THE BEST MAN WON. CONGRATULATIONS.
WALTER LEE TAYLOR."
MIKE
We think so, too, Earl, (shaking his hand)
We're all proud of your winning the title, and
especially here at Santa Anita.
CUT TO
EARL, jammed into the wall beside the phone by the press of sweating jockeys
still celebrating his win, trying to call home. DODSON AND WESTROPE are
feeding him coins and fending off the nearest bodies.
EARL
I can't get through. Operator in Omaha said
they've been having trouble with ice downin'
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the lines east of town-that probably means
between there and Sac City-
WESTROPE
What a time to have phone trouble! What are
ya gonna do?
EARL
Guess I'll try later-maybe they'll be working
again by then.
DODSON
Why don't we get off a telegram, Earl? Maybe
that'll get through faster.
EARL
Maybe so-what'll I say?
WESTROPE
(laughing, with Dodson)
You'll think of something.
EARL
Gee, I almost forgot Mary! Give me another
dime, Doug! (dialing long distance,
pumping in coins) Mary? It's me! Yes! I win
the first race! Taylor didn't win any, and then
he got hurt falling off a horse. Can you
believe I won it! The national championship!
Mary-what's the matter? Don't cry, Mary! I
won it, I didn't lose it! Oh, Mary-girls are
something else-no, I tried, but the line's down
west of Sac City, so I'm sendin' a telegram
soon's we get through talking.
CUT TO
MARY
(seated by the phone in her living room in
SAN DIEGO)
Oh, Earl-I'm so proud of you! Are you
coming down before you go home? I so
much want to see you. Earl!
CUT TO
EARL
Gee, Mary-you know how much I want to-but
they're expecting me home right away. The
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folks in Sac City had so mucin faith in my
winning they've got a whole lot of things
already planned and I can't disappoint them.
CUT TO
MARY
It's alright, Earl, I understand, (brightening)
But you'll be back to ride before long, won't
you? At Santa Anita, and Caliente? You'll still
ride at Caliente, won't you, even though
you're the champion?
CUT TO
EARL
Sure, Mary, I'll keep riding in Mexico. Them
Mexican people are the grandest folks to race
with I ever seen, and I sure don't want to miss
out ridin' there, ever. Anyway, I got another
reason for wanting to ride near the border.
Now, don't cry no more, Mary--for Pete's
sake-yes, I promise-l'll call you soon's I get
home-sure-l love you, too. Bye.
DISSOLVE TO
INT. THE DEW HOME, SAC CITY. DECEMBER 31. NIGHT
The doorbell is ringing.
JOHN
Beth, somebody's at the door. Let'em in 'fore
they freeze to death.
MABEL
(peering out the window)
John, it's the Western Union truck! Earl must
of-
JOHN
Come on in, Clint! Land o' goshen, man, you
look half frozen! Here, take this cocoa, hot off
the stove-careful, don't burn your mouth none.
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CLINT JOHNSON
Thanks, John, Mabel. Got some happy news
for you folks. Here!
JOHN
It's from Earl, Mother. Where's my glasses?
Beth! There, on the table! I am hurrying!
Says: "DEAR FOLKS I WON THE
CHAMPIONSHIP. A VERY HAPPY NEW YEAR.
LOVE, EARL." Yes, that's all it says-well,
that's enough, ain't it, Clint? Why'm I crying? I
ain't crying? Why are you crying? Why's
everybody crying? Stop crying, everybody!
We oughta be laughing! Our Earl's won the
JOCKEY CHAMPIONSHIP OF THE ENTIRE
UNITED STATES OF AMERICA, that's why
we're crying. We oughta be laughing! Stop
crying, Clint! Western Union men ain't
s'posed to cry!
CUT TO
EXT. THE BACKSTRETCH BARN AREA. SANTA ANITA. DAY
Late in the day, when heat, haze, and nascent twilight contrive to make time
stand still. FOCUS ON THE COWBOY BOOTS OF TWO MEN, ONE LARGE
PAIR, ONE SMALL, WALKING AWAY FROM CAMERA. Small spurts of dust
kick up behind the high heels as they walk. The only SOUND in the barn area
right now is the occasional SOFT NICKER of a horse anticipating the evening
grain feed.
PULL BACK TO REVEAL
EARL AND BEEZLEY, side by side, on a VERY SLOW AMBLE along the road
passing through the barn area. It is clear they are headed for home, after a
long year on the trail to the championship.
BEEZLEY
I don't know why I'm so bushed-you did all
the riding.
EARL
I guess you did about as much as me. Boss,
to get us there. I sure never could of made it
alone.
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BEEZLEY
No, son, you deserve full credit for this win. A
trainer can help a little if he's got his stock in
good condition, but he can't help none when
his horse is in a stretch drive, a length and
half back. You won a bunch like that this
year, just outridin' the rest of the boys. I can't
claim no credit for that.
EARL
Boss-do you think we can do it again this
year?
BEEZLEY
(after a long pause-putting his arm across
EARL'S shoulder)
Been meaning to talk to you about that.
Butch. Figured I'd wait till you cinched the
title, so's not to worry you none, (pausing
again, searching for the right words)
-You see-well, now that you've won the
championship, it kind of changes things-
EARL
(immediately alarmed)
You don't mean us-about us, do you? You
and me?
BEEZLEY
No, that is, not exactly. What I mean is, once
a jockey wins the national championship
things change for him-
EARL
I don't see why! I ain't no different now than I
was this morning before I rode Sub Deb.
BEEZLEY
(a little peevishly, because he is not
communicating well)
Butch, you don't understand. What I'm tryin'
to tell ya is that a champion has
132
responsibilities. Being top rider in the country
means a lot of people-important people-are
gonna want to talk to you. You understand?
EARL
You mean-about riding for them?
BEEZLEY
(relieved)
That's what I mean, Butch, about riding
contract.
EARL
(petulant)
They can talk all they want, but I ain't leavin'
you for nobody's stable!
BEEZLEY
(stopping, turning to face EARL, placing
both hands on the boy's shoulders)
Earl, listen to the old man for once, will ya?
Don't say nothin', just listen. You know how
Haz and I feel about you. We couldn't think
more of you if you was our own son. Till you
came along at Ak-Sar-Ben we never had a
boy of our own. This year's been like a
dream come true. Every time you crossed the
line in front it was like our son win another
good race for us or some friend of ours.
EARL
But-
BEEZLEY
Hush now, let me finish. Far as Haz and me's
concerned you could ride for us till you hang
up your tack, and we'd die happy. But it can't
be that way. Earl, don't you see? You got a
chance of a lifetime now! Them top stables'll
be fightin' for a chance to sign you! I never
told you this before. Butch, but I had other
offers to buy your contract besides them fellas
at Detroit this summer. I told 'em all to wait till
you win the national title, then they could
come talk to you.
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EARL
(fighting back the tears)
Well, I don't care--
BEEZLEY
(firmly)
You will care, or I'll turn you over my knee and
give you a good lickin'l You got to think
about a lot more people than Earl Dew, from
now on. Everybody's ever known you's
counting on your climbing higher. I can't take
you no higher'n the leaky roof tracks, Butch.
That's my world, where I belong. I don't
belong here and I know it. Only reason I got
a few stalls here's 'cause they wanted you
ridin' here. Beulah Park and Caliente are
more my speed, Butch. You know that in your
heart, (long pause again) Son, I can't take you
to Churchill Downs, to Arlington Park, to
Hialeah. Them's the tracks you'll be ridin'
from now on. Do you see?
EARL
Yes, sir--l reckon you're tryin' to wean me.
BEEZLEY
(brightening considerably, greatly relieved)
That's right. Butch! That's it exactly! Just like
an old rhare pushing her foal away from the
udder. The time's come for you to start
grazin' on your own. (to soften the blow) But,
Butch-
EARL
Yes, sir?
BEEZLEY
Any time you wanna come home and ride for
the old man I'll have a good one ready for
you. You remember that.
(It is BEEZLEY who initiates the BEAR HUG between them, but a grateful young
jockey responds most willingly)
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DISSOLVE TO
INT THE BOARD ROOM OF THE JOCKEY CLUB, NEW YORK CITY JANUARY
5, 1941. DAY
A discussion is underway, forced by media demands for recognition of the 1 940
jockey champion. The CHAIRMAN calls attention to articles by two leading
journalists:
CHAIRMAN
(stubbing out a stogie)
Gentleman, I have here two rather
extraordinary pieces of journalistic prose, both
issuing, in public print, a challenge to this
body. We cannot disregard them without the
loss of some prestige and good public
relations. Please give me your attention while
our Secretary reads them for us.
SECRETARY
(clearing his throat)
The first article is from the San Francisco
CHRONICLE, byline OSCAR OTIS:
BLUR the words as he READS, and PAN AROUND THE FACES OF BOARD
MEMBERS UNTIL--
CUTTO
SECRETARY
--the Jockey Club of New York seems to us to
be the logical body within racedom to give an
appropriate award signifying the national
championship. Why not give a Patek-Philippe,
one of those thousand dollar wristwatches,
which wouldn't be too much honor for a
youngster who has made turf history."
-The second is from the New York Times,
byline John Lardner:
CUT TO
AGAIN, as the SECRETARY begins to READ Lardner's column, PAN BACK
AROUND THE CIRCLE OF FACES at the table. None look too pleased with the
demands of the racing columnists:
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SECRETARY
"--trainers wiio liave seen tinem bothi rate Dew
a little higher on overall talent. The racing
industry has never accorded official
recognition to the champion jockey, other than
placing his name in the record book. Other
major sports crown their champions and
rightly so. Could not the Jockey Club of New
York get up some kind of suitable award in
recognition of Jockey Dew's championship
run for the national title in 1940?"
CHAIRMAN
There you have it, gentlemen, a gauntlet
thrown down, on both coasts. What is your
response?
CUT TO
PAN TO buzzing conversations, a call to order, and a consensus vote:
CHAIRMAN
Then it is agreed. We shall not be shamed
into taking this action by Lardner or this Otis
chap from the West. A trophy suitable for the
mantle will be ordered from TIFFANY'S and
sent to California for presentation. We will not
purchase a wristwatch, by Patek-Philippe or
anyone else.
CUT TO
INT. THE DEW HOME, SAC CITY. NIGHT
EARL AND JOHN play checkers over a card table in the living room, while
MABEL knits on the couch. It is late and the younger children are in bed.
JOHN
Gotcha! King me, right there~and right there!
EARL
That's alright, Dad. I've got plenty left to beat
you with, just watch and see! It's my move-
The phone rings-John gets up to answer it.
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JOHN
Hello. Yes, this is Earl Dew's home--yes, he's
right here, Mr. Jones. I'll put him on for you.
(whispering) Ben Jones is calling from Florida,
Earl!
EARL
Hello--Yes, sir, I remember you, Mr. Jones-
I'm fine, sir--a little, yes, sir. I'm catchin' up,
though--no, I'm watchin' my weight-sir? (a
long pause as he listens to Plain Ben Jones
on the Miami end of the line)~well, I sure
thank you for the offer, Mr. Jones. I'm real
proud you asked me-yes, sir, serious
consideration, like you said. I will, sir. Thank
you, sir. Good bye.
EARL is a little overwhelmed, groping for a chair.
JOHN
Well, what did he say? Did he offer you a
contract?
MABEL
Let the boy catch his breath! Mercy!
EARL
I'm alright, just a little-l never expected a
stable that big-the Boss told me this would
come. I guess I didn't really believe him.
JOHN
You still haven't told us what Jones said!
EARL
He said Calumet's owner-that's Mr. Wright-
saw me ride at Santa Anita, and he was at
Tropical the day Mr. Jones gave me that ride,
and he wants Mr. Jones to sign me to a
contract to ride for Calumet Farms starting this
spring, when they ship back to Kentucky for
the spring meet at Keeneland.
JOHN
Well, can you beat that! Calumet Farms!
Mother, do you realize what this means?
Earl'll be riding for one of the finest stables in
the country! Besides that they breed lots of
137
their own horses! Did he mention you riding
Whirlaway in the Derby?
EARL
He did, Daddy. They're real confident he can
win the Triple Crown this year. He's a little
wild right now, but Mr. Wright's sure I can
handle him.
MABEL
You don't sound so sure, yourself, Earl. Don't
you want to ride for Mr. Jones?
EARL
I do. Mother, only--! need a little time to think it
over. Calumet does most of its racing in the
East, sometimes up at Chicago. I like it out
west a lot-
JOHN
Now, Earl, don't let your heart get out of
whack with your head. You can see the
Beezleys any time, and your girl, too. A
contract with Calumet will give you enough
so's you can afford to fly out West any time
you want to see your friends.
EARL
I know, Daddy. I'll think about it real hard
before I give him an answer.
MABEL
That's right, dear. You can think about it while
we're driving to Des Moines tomorrow-and if
we don't get to bed won't none of us be up in
time to get to that convention on time.
CUT TO
EXT. CONVENTION HALL, STATE CAPITOL, DES MOINES. NIGHT
A LONG SIGN HANGS ACROSS THE BIG DOORS LEADING INTO THE
THE HALL, ADVERTISING "THE FORD MOTOR COMPANY STATE DEALERS
CONVENTION."
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CUT TO
THE SPEAKER'S PLATFORM, the Head Table. Several hundred Ford dealers
and their wives are seated at tables, all facing chairs forward as the M.C. RAPS
his gavel.
M.C.
And now. Ladies and Gentlemen, it is my
pleasure to introduce to you our honored
guests at this year's convention. This past
year, 1940, our great state of Iowa (heavy
applause around the room)--our great state of
Iowa has produced two athletes who have
won top honors in their respective sports. To
my left is BOB FELLER, pitcher for the
Cleveland Indians (applause), voted Most
Valuable Player in the American League, and
to my right is EARL DEW, winner of the 1940
Jocl<ey Championship. Let's give them a
rousing Ford Dealer's welcome!
CUT TO
THE CROWD STANDING TO CHEER AT SOME LENGTH-
CUT TO
EXT. THE HIGH SCHOOL, SAC CITY. NIGHT
Another fete is in progress, this one for Earl alone.
CUT TO
THE SCHOOL CAFETERIA. Tables are crowded with couples from all over
town, the school teachers. Earl's teen friends.
CUT TO
THE SCHOOL PRINCIPAL ACTING AS MASTER OF CEREMONIES:
MR. GJERMUNSON
-and so I want to thank our speakers tonight-
Jim Lake, who helped Earl get started in
racing-John Shulte who helped the Dews
settle the terms for his first contract-you, his
teachers and friends who have supported Earl
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in his climb to the top of his chosen
profession. Last, but not least, I want to thank
our national jockey champion, Earl Dew, for
his remarks, (smiling as he turns to EARL) He
is just as modest about his achievements on
the race track as he was about his
achievements in the class room (general
laughter). I must add. Earl, your teachers
suspected that the greater part of your
learning interests lay outside these hallowed
halls, and it looks like we were right!"
CUT TO
EXT. The CHICAGO AND NORTHWESTERN TRAIN STATION, SAC CITY. DAY
CROWDING THE PLATFORM as they wait for Earl's train to Omaha are JOHN,
MABEL, BETH, THE TWO YOUNGER CHILDREN, GRANDPA AND GRANDMA
HASS, JIM AND HILDA LAKE, ASSORTED AUNTS AND UNCLES--the FAMILY.
JOHN
Be sure and give our regards to the Beezleys
when you get out there. Earl.
EARL
I won't forget. Daddy. They always ask after
you and Mama, so I can't forget.
MABEL
Dear, if it's cold on the train, why you--
EARL
Mother, it's never cold on the train-more'n
likely I'll be too hot. (noticing her worried look)
Mama, come with me.
Taking her hand and WALKING away from the crowd, along the PLATFORM.
After a moment, EARL STOPS to face his mother).
Mother, I hate it that you worry so much about
me when I'm away. Sometimes when I'm
warming a horse up on the way to the post I
think about you worrying. Some folks might
think it's a funny time to be prayin' but I do
pray for you not to worry about me gettin'
hurt. I only have a few seconds then before
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we load in the gate, but it makes me feel
better.
MABEL
(distressed on two levels: Earl's concern,
and his leaving)
I try not to worry, Earl, but it seems like I can't
help it. Sometimes I'm so afraid seems like I
can hardly breathe.
EARL
Mother, let me tell you something. I want you
to remember this, always. Promise me.
MABEL
What is it, dear?
EARL
What I'm doing out there on the race track is
the most important thing I can do with my life.
It's not the winning-that's fun and it's
important in its own way. I try to win every
time I break from the starting gate. But the
most important thing isn't the winning. The
most important thing is the riding. You
remember that first time I rode Daisy at the
Fair, and I win the race and fell off when that
or dog run out on the track?
MABEL
I haven't forgotten that day.
EARL
Well, that day, when I rode Daisy along the
track in front of the grandstand on the way to
the starting line, I knew this is what I'm
supposed to do with my life. I can't tell you
how I knew, I just knew it. Mother- (taking her
hands in his) you've got to know this, too.
Will you try to know it? Try real hard?
The OMAHA TRAIN emits its approach WHISTLE as it pulls in from Chicago)
MABEL
(smiling through some tears)
I'll try, dear. I'll try.
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CUT TO
EARL, hugging his parents, the l<ids, the grandparents. HOLD ON a special
long moment of WORDLESS COMMUNICATION with GRANDPA HASS. CLOSE
UP. Tears in the old man's eyes. CLOSE ON A BOOK HE IS CLUTCHING
UNDER HIS RIGHT ARM-IT IS THE SCRAPBOOK. Earl recognizes it and
reaches out to touch their icon.
DISSOLVE TO
EXT. SOUTHERN PACIFIC TRAIN STATION, OAKLAND, CALIFORNIA. NIGHT
THE SIDE OF THE PASSENGER CARS slowing to stop at the bayside station,
where the train will be loaded onto a boat for passage to the San Francisco
terminal across the Bay.
CUT TO
EARL stepping down to the platform as it stops rolling, and heads toward the
station, walking slowly. THE BEEZLEYS move out from between waiting
PEOPLE, and walk more quickly toward him.
HAZEL
Hon! What's the matter? Did you have a bad
trip?
EARL
Hi, Boss, Hazel. I'm alright-l just got to
feeling kind of sick after we left Salt Lake. I
feel real tired.
BEEZLEY
Give me your bag. Butch. The car's just out
front. We'll get you home in no time. You
can go right to bed. Are ya hungry?
CUT TO
INT. THE OAKLAND GENERAL HOSPITAL DAY
EARL. CLOSE UP, with a thermometer stuck in his mouth. A NURSE stands
beside him, glancing at her watch as she takes his pulse.
CUT TO
A DOCTOR as he strides into the room, greeting THE BEEZLEYS, standing to
one side of the bed.
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DOCTOR
Well, how are we doing this morning, young
fella? Feeling better, are you? (not waiting for
an answer from the speechless patient, but
glancing at the nurse's chart)-m'm-not bad.
GoodI
EARL
(now without the thermometer)
I feel better. Doctor. Can I go home now?
DOCTOR
Hold on a minute. Earl. We've got to get you
well, first. You came in here with a first class
case of exhaustion. You're going to have a
few days of complete bed rest before we turn
you loose.
EARL
Doc, can I start riding when I get out?
BEEZLEY
Whoa, Butch-you're gonna do whatever
Doctor Reynolds says!
DOCTOR
That's right, and doctor's orders are, no race
horses for at least a week. Easy exercise
when you get home, but no riding till this body
(poking Earl's abdomen) is ready for hard
physical work, (smiling) And I'll be the judge
of that. Understood?
EARL
(reluctantly)
Yes, sir.
HAZEL
I'll see to it he obeys, Doctor. He does what
Mother Hazel tells him or he don't eat! And
he loves to eat!
CUT TO
EXT. THE BACKSTRETCH, GOLDEN GATE TURF CLUB, ALBANY,
CALIFORNIA. JANUARY 25, 1941. DAY
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AN ABSOLUTE EERIE STILLNESS IN THE HEAW FOG. One LONE FIGURE is
barely visible, standing near THE GAP in the outside rail where horses enter
and exit the track for morning workouts. Somewhere out there on the track
SOMETHING IS MOVING but we are not quite sure where, or what it is, until--
CUTTO
A HORSE, emerging from the fog, with EARL aboard. As he nears BEEZLEY
the stillness is broken only by the steady clip clop of the horse, and its blowing,
and then by the mournful SOUND OF A FOGHORN somewhere out on THE
BAY-
BEEZLEY
Any problems. Butch?
EARL
No, he's fine, Boss-a little short, is all. I'm
fine-legs a little tired, but I'll be okay by
tomorrow.
BEEZLEY
We'll see about that. Take him back and tell
Charlie to cool him off, and I'll see you over to
the Secretary's Office. I want to see what
we're in against tomorrow in the fifth-might
claim me something that can run.
CUT TO
INT. THE RACING SECRETARY'S OFFICE. DAY
Rendezvous for horsemen entering races for the next day, it is also the rumor
center, gossip center, trading center, and complaint center on the backside.
BEEZLEY is HAILED from several directions as he enters.
BEEZLEY
Bill-Fritz-hey, Bobby-how ya, doin'? Got the
truck runnin' again? Good!
CLERK
(spotting BEEZLEY across the counter
from the other end)
Beez! Got a message here for your boy!
Just came in-can you get it to him?
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BEEZLEY
(turning sligiitiy as lie liears EARL'S
VOICE at the door)
You can give it to him yourself, Dale. He's
right there.
CLERK
(over HUBBUB OF VOICES)
Earl! Over here-got a telegram for you.
(reaching over heads)
EARL
I got it-thanks. Dale.
BEEZLEY
From your folks?
EARL
(opening the telegram)
Nope-it's from San Diego. Judge Schilling-
the Baja California Jockey Club. Boss, it's too
noisy in here, let's go outside.
EXITING THE OFFICE, they step a few feet away into the MORNING SUN now
beginning to burn off the fog. Beyond them the new GRANDSTAND rises high
above the mist.
EARL
Says, "Dear Earl: the Baja California Jockey
Club and your many fans request the honor of
your presence at a special EARL DEW DAY
celebration, to be held Sunday, February 2 at
Agua Caliente Race Track. The BCJC will
make presentation of trophies emblematic of
your 1940 Jockey Championship. Please
RSVP immediately. Warmest regards, George
Schilling."
BEEZLEY
Well, it's about time! That's great. Butch!
EARL
Did you know they were gonna do this, Boss?
BEEZLEY
(grinning mischievously)
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You got me, Butch. Judge Schilling made me
promise I'd get you there or I won't ever get
no stalls at Caliente again! He's dead serious
about you showin' up for this special day
they're puttin' on. You gotta go, Butch.
EARL
Boss, I appreciate the Judge's wantin' to do
this, but I'd rather just stay up here. They
could mail me them things, couldn't they?
BEEZLEY
(genuinely upset)
Butch, I dunno what I'm gonna do with you.
Can't you get it through your head that a
champion can't pretend the championship
never happened? You don't belong to
yourself no more, Butch. You belong to them
people out there, (pointing across the infield
now bathed in sunlight) the one's that'll fill
them stands this afternoon. They own you
now. You ain't just a bush track rider from
Sac City no more. You are the champion
racerider of America, and you have to act like
the champion, from now on.
EARL
(grieved for having miffed his Boss)
Will you and Hazel go with me?
BEEZLEY
(softening, fast)
Sure we will--wouldn't miss it for the world.
(winking) If I was to tell you what them
trophies are you wouldn't think of missing it,
neither!
EARL
(incredulously)
You know?
BEEZLEY
(feeling a little cocky)
Yep, I do. The Judge tipped me off, 'case I
had to put a little pressure on your bit to get
you to turn for us. 'Course I ain't supposed to
tell you.
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EARL
(becoming more interested in this journey
by the moment)
Aw, come on, Boss-I won't tell no one, I
promise.
BEEZLEY
(weakening)
Promise you won't tell? Well-one's a big
trophy for your fireplace mantle back home-or
when you get married and have one-the other
one's not so big, but you'll like it all the same.
EARL
What is it?
BEEZLEY
(lowering his voice consplratorially)
Remember me telling you about Oscar Otis'
column-where he told the Jockey Club in
New York they ought to give you a good
watch?
EARL
I think so-yes.
BEEZLEY
Well, them New York bigwigs weren't
interested in the watch idea, so they got you
the trophy. When Judge Schilling heard about
that he got so mad he got the Caliente people
to get you one.
EARL
You mean it? A watch?
BEEZLEY
Gold, and more. Butch. Prettiest thing you
ever saw. The Judge showed it to me when
he was up here last week. Got two diamonds
on every number, and a big Bengal diamond
at number twelve. Wait'll you see it, son!
(changing tone) Now, of course, if you got
more important things to do that day I can
wire the Judge, and-
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EARL
(laughing heartily)
I've thought it over, Boss, and I've decided to
go.
CUT TO
EXT. LINDBERGH FIELD, SAN DIEGO. SUNDAY MORNING, FEBRUARY 2,
1941. DAY
EARL AND THE BEEZLEYS walk down the steps to greet MARY, who is
hugged by all three travelers. They are in a HURRY as they walk past the
terminal, and hail a cab at the TAXI STAND.
BEEZLEY
El Conquistador, pronto, pardner! Our car's at
the hotel, Mary. We'll catch a bite in the
Coffee Shop before we go down to the track.
CUT TO
THE FOURSOME, driving south along the ocean, nearing the border. The
ocean is not so pacific this morning-choppy, wind-driven, more grayish than its
usual azure color.
MARY
For a national champion you don't look very
happy. Earl. Do you feel alright?
EARL
Oh, sure, I'm okay. It's just-my folks are
worried abbut my buying the farm for them-
MARY
I remember you told me you wanted to do
that some day. Why are they worried?
EARL
Dad don't think I'm smart enough to make a
good deal on one. He's afraid some sharp
operator out here will take me for a sucker.
HAZEL
Now, Butch, you're not being fair with your
folks. All your Dad told us was to be careful
not to pay too much if you buy a place in
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Iowa through a bank out here in California.
He trusts you, honey!
BEEZLEY
You told your dad about your banker friend in
the city. Butch. He's gonna have to trust your
friend's honesty, that's all.
MARY
I'm sure your folks will trust your judgment,
Earl, if you give them a little time.
EARL
I hope so. I got kinda cross with Daddy on
the phone last night when he started talkin'
about the farm. I told him he and Mother
could pick out the place-just let me know how
much they wanted for it. Roy Olson's place,
or the place Carter was farming for awhile
would be alright with me. They're both a half
section and Dad could handle that himself.
MARY
Why don't you call them after the races today
and tell them everything's okay? You'll feel
better and so will they.
EARL
(somewhat mollified)
I guess I better.
BEEZLEY
Butch, if I was you I'd think seriously about
dropping a claim on this pretty young filly
before somebody beats you to it!
BOTH EARL AND MARY blush, but EARL reaches over to take MARY'S HAND
and squeezes it, as they roll through the BORDER CUSTOMS and cross the
Tijuana River BRIDGE.
CUT TO
EXT. THE BACKSTRETCH BARN AREA, AGUA CALIENTE TRACK. ELEVEN
A.M.
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EARL AND MARY, swinging along like a couple of sixth graders, greeting
horsemen, being GREETED in both languages. Frequently EARL is addressed,
joyfully, as "El Campeon!"
MARY
Do you understand the Spanish, Earl?
EARL
A little. I sure didn't when I first started riding
here. I know a few words now. (tickled) I
know "El Campeon"! That means,
"Champion!" I like it better in Spanish than
English! The Boss told me to say, "de nada"
when they call me that. That means, 'It's
nothing." But when I say that, it makes them
call me "El Campeon" all the more.
Sometimes I think if I didn't go home when I
quit riding I'd just buy me a place here in
Mexico and raise me some colts to race here,
and maybe at Juarez and Mexico City.
MARY
I love to hear you talk like that. Earl. It makes
life sound so exciting, so wonderful, (pausing)
I think you're wonderful. Earl.
EARL
Gee--I never knew a girl like you, Mary. You
make me so happy, all the time. l-(glancing
at his watch)-Mary, I got to get over to the
Jocks Room. I promised a couple of trainers
I'd ride for'em today, before the trophy
presentation. We were having so much fun I
almost forgot!
MARY
Oh, Earl, do you have to? I thought we could
watch the races together, with the Beezleys. I
have to go back to work the matinee today!
Couldn't you get some other jockey to do it
for you?
EARL
Mary, I can't. I promised these old boys
'cause they helped me out when I needed
mounts. It means a lot to them to have me
ride, 'specially since the title. Don't be sad.
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sweetheart. I won't be long, I promise, and
soon as I get through I'll join you in the Boss's
box. Okay? Let's see your smile-that's
better!
CUT TO
EARL AND MARY walking hand in hand across the track, on the slightly banked
Clubhouse turn, leaving a trail of footprints in the freshly harrowed racing
surface of the track.
CUT TO
INT. THE JOCKEYS ROOM. NOON.
RIDERS AND VALETS all over the room turn to GREET EARL as he enters and
makes his way to his cubicle. On the way he spots LLOYD KNAPP and stops
to reiterate his appreciation.
EARL
Hi, Lloyd. Say, I sure want to thank you again
for giving me Magnanimous. I couldn't have
won the championship if you hadn't traded
mounts with me.
KNAPP
(shaking hands)
Forget it, kid. I just figured you deserved a
square chance at it after all those months.
CUT TO
EARL
(pulling on his boots, helped by his
VALET)
I didn't do no good yesterday at Golden Gate,
Pat. The Boss put me on old Battle Hymn
and she run dead last.
PAT
She might just be tired of racing. Earl. Some
get that way after a time. Beez ought to turn
her out for a year and bring her back fresh.
Here's your goggles. Say, when you gonna
get your prizes? The boys and me wanna be
out front where we can see it.
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EARL
I think it'll be after the fourth, Pat, but you'd
better check with Wes. He knows everything
worth knowing on this man's race track.
CUT TO
THE BEEZLEY'S BOX. MARY sits between BEEZLEY and HAZEL, watching the
second race as the field flashes past them, slowing after the finish line.
HAZEL
Aw, don't feel bad, hon. Earl's a horseman,
and horses come first with horsemen, just ask
me. I been around this one (nudging
BEEZLEY) near thirty five years. It's horses
first thing in the morning, and horses last thing
at night. You're lucky if they got fifteen
minutes for you in between!
BEEZLEY
This is one time I'm on your side, Chickie. I
tried to talk Butch into stayin' up here with us
today, but he had to ride for TOMMY, and he
had to ride for CHUB, and he had to ride for
BURKHOLDER. I couldn't talk him out of it.
Sometimes, Mary, this boy of yours can be
just plain hardheaded, no fooling.
MARY
I'm beginning to see that, Mr. Beezley, but I
like him just the same.
HAZEL
(suddenly serious)
How much do you like him, honey?
MARY
A lot, Mrs. Beezley, a lot.
CUT TO
THE BUGLER, as he finishes his call.
CUT TO THE FIELD, as it comes onto the track.
BOSCA, a five-year old bay mare, ridden by EARL DEW, LEADS THE FIELD of
twelve thoroughbreds onto the track, carrying the white silks, maroon "B" on the
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back, maroon cap, of F.L. Burkholder, owner and trainer. Tlie crowd gives its
full attention to the ANNOUNCER as he calls their attention to the jockey on the
Number One horse:
ANNOUNCER (OVER)
Now coming on the track for the running of
the Third Race, Ladies and Gentlemen, is
Jockey Earl Dew, winner of the 1940 Jockey
Championship of the United States. Many of
his victories last year were right here at Agua
Caliente! Later in our program Jockey Dew will
be honored with some magnificent trophies as
we celebrate EARL DEW DAY at Caliente!
Let's give Earl Dew of Sac City, Iowa, a grand
Agua Caliente welcome! Bienvenidos, Amigo--
El Campeon!
PULL BACK TO REVEAL
EARL, STANDING IN THE IRONS, then settling back in the saddle to wave his
whip at the massive crowd. TWENTY THOUSAND VOICES rise in some kind of
bilingual acclamation. A MARIACHI BAND strikes up a FAST MOVING PASA
DOBLE near the Clubhouse terrace, and the tote board reveals BOSCA as a
decided favorite for this race.
CUT TO
THE STEWARDS STAND
JUDGE GEORGE SCHILLING leads the normally sedate Stewards in
APPLAUDING EARL along with TRACK OFFICIALS.
SCHILLING
He's one grand boy, gentlemen. The turf will
see few like him no matter how long we match
one horse against another on these golden
circles.
SECOND STEWARD
When are you giving him the trophies,
George?
SCHILLING
Depends on how this race turns out. If he
wins it I'll do it as soon as they weigh out.
Otherwise I'll wait another race or two. He's
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bound to ride a winner sometime today, and
it'll be nice to walk him over to the platform
just after winning a race. He might just win
this one. Burkie told me this morning that
Bosca's due for a good effort.
CUT TO
A LONG VIEW of the track on the backside, with the horses approaching the
starting gate in various stages of readiness. BOSCA brings up the rear, but
EARL moves her through the field and circles her near the gate until more
horses are loaded. BOSCA is one of the last to enter a stall, as EARL rides her
into the number one hole on the rail.
HOLD ON THE GATE, with every horse standing still. HOLD FOR A LONG
MOMENT
CUT TO
THE GATES BANGING OPEN-the FIELD FLYING--BOSCA breaking well next to
the inside rail-
CUTTO
BOSCA moving easily along the rail as THE FIELD sweeps down the
backstretch, hanging in about fourth or fifth place-
CUTTO
THE FIELD, rounding the turn for home--
CUTTO
THE BEEZLEY'S BOX
BEEZLEY AND HAZEL watching the progress of the race, BEEZLEY through
binoculars. MARY IS ABSENT from the box. HAZEL is jumping up and down
with excitement; her yelling is lost in the tumult.
CUT TO
THE STEWARDS STAND
JUDGE SCHILLING, watching through binocs, glancing away at a colleague,
smiling, back to watching-
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CUT TO
THAT RARE DREAD MOMENT WHEN THE UNTHINKABLE, THE IMPOSSIBLE,
ACTUALLY HAPPENS--a bay mare on the rail, fighting for the lead as the FIELD
moves into the homestretch, begins to BOBBLE, WEAVE, LURCH JUST A
LITTLE, then GOES DOWN, wilting like a fragile flower on a hot day.
CUT TO
THE AMBULANCE CREW jumping into the long white wagon, roaring down the
track to stop near the chaotic scene. Three riders are down, two riderless
horses are standing, held by the first onlookers to arrive-ONE HORSE remains
on the ground, surrounded by HORSEMEN and the TRACK VETERINARIAN. A
SERIES OF QUICK CUTS should inform us that two horses are alright, two
riders are being loaded in the ambulance; ONE IS SITTING on the ground
looking a little dazed.
CUT TO
TWENTY THOUSAND PEOPLE standing in stunned SILENCE, WATCHING IN
SHOCK what they cannot believe.
CUT TO
A MIDDLE AGED LADY. CLOSE, as she FAINTS dead away against her
husband's shoulder. There is still NO SOUND, until--
THE TRACK ANNOUNCER BREAKS THE SILENCE, (OVER), as the
AMBULANCE moves out toward the INFIRMARY under the Grandstand:
ANNOUNCER
'The Baja California Jockey Club
regrets very much the accident
we have witnessed this afternoon. Our
veterinarian reports that BOSCA, Number One
on your program, apparently suffered a heart
attack during the race. Number Three,
DRACO, and Number Ten, WHIZ SHOT, are
unhurt. The jockeys are on their way to the
Infirmary and we expect a report from our
track physician shortly. Judge Schilling
requests we observe a moment of silence in
remembrance of a brave race horse."
CUT TO
THE BEEZLEY'S BOX
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BEEZLEY stands with his arms around his wife, HAZEL burying her face in his
shoulder. BEEZLEY stares at the track where the mare fell, not moving except
as HAZEL'S SOBS rock his body.
CUT TO
THE INFIRMARY
DOCTOR E. H. CRABTREE stands on one side of the examining table,
DOCTOR A. GONZALES on the other side, routinely examining EARL for
injuries. A small bandage covers part of EARL'S forehead.
DOCTOR CRABTREE
Can't find much wrong with you. Earl. How
do you feel?
EARL
(speaking haltingly)
I think I'm okay, Doc, except my head hurts
some. Did I light on my head? I don't
remember much-did Bosca make it alright?
CRABTREE
Did you get a report from the track, Alberto?
GONZALES
Si-the mare died instantly.
EARL
Was it just me and Bosca went down?
CRABTREE
Pearson and Haycock were right behind you
and they both spilled. They're alright.
Pearson's taking a nap over there behind the
curtain and Haycock's gone back to ride. Our
main concern right now is to make sure you're
not seriously injured. I want you to get some
rest right now, and we'll look in on you later.
EARL
Doc, what about my trophies? Can I still go
out there and get them?
CRABTREE
I'm sure we can arrange that with the
Stewards. I'll call Judge Schilling to report
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your condition and I'll ask him about the
presentation. Now you stop worrying and get
some rest, and that's an order!
CUT TO
JUDGE SCHILLING AS HE ENTERS THE INFIRMARY.
SCHILLING
May I see Earl?
CRABTREE
Sure, Judge. I've told him to get some rest-a
little nap will do him good. He took a nasty
spill out there.
SCHILLING
(dropping his voice)
How badly is he hurt, Ed?
CRABTREE
We don't see evidence of a serious
concussion, but it's a little early to make a
complete diagnosis. I think he'll be fine in a
few days-probably have a headache for
awhile. No broken bones. Pearson and
Haycock escaped injury, too. I hate to see
these kids land head first, though, like Dew
did. Go on in, but don't stay long, George.
He needs some sleep. Can you postpone
your presentation for a few more races?
SCHILLING
Sure, we can do it after the eighth if
necessary. That should give him an hour or
so to sleep this off. That okay?
CRABTREE
Fine, George, fine.
CUT TO
EARL, eyes closed, laying quietly on the table.
SCHILLING
Earl? You awake?
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EARL
(opening liis eyes, momentarily
disoriented)
Dad? Oh--Judge Schilling-rm sorry-about the
spill--l felt her starting to go, I tried to hold her
up, but she kept dropping her head.
SCHILLING
Earl, don't talk about it right now--we'll talk
about it later. How do you feel, son?
EARL
My head aches pretty much. Judge, and I
kinda ache here and there, but the Doc says
nothin's broken. He says get a little rest and
I'll be good as new.
SCHILLING
Good! We have a lot of people upstairs
chomping at the bit to see you receive some
mighty handsome trophies.
EARL
I sure want to see them myself. The Boss--
oh, I promised not to tell--
SCHILLING
(laughing)
It's okay, Earl. Beezley told me he'd let the
cat out of the bag. Matter of fact, I've got your
"trophy" right here in my pocket.
EARL
The watch. Judge?
SCHILLING
Right here. Earl. Would you like a little
preview peak?
EARL
Yes sir! I sure would like to see it!
SCHILLING
(removing a small oblong box from his
coat pocket)
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Here it is, Earl, the best the Baja California
Jockey Club could find for you in this part of
the world. It came through our Mexican
jeweler in Tijuana, but its Swiss made.
(opening the box) What do you think of it?
EARL
(momentarily speechless)
It's beautiful, Judge-all them diamonds! I
never seen one like that in my whole life.
SCHILLING
Look on the backside of the case. Here, let
me read it for you. It says, "EARL DEW. 1940
JOCKEY CHAMPION." How do you like it,
son?
EARL
(putting his hand to his head)
I sure like it. Judge. I wish my folks were here
to see it. Thanks for letting me see my watch.
Judge.
SCHILLING
I'll see you upstairs in an hour or so~we'll take
you out to the platform after the eighth race.
John Longden and Johnny Adams will make
the presentations. Get some rest now. Earl.
God bless you, son.
CUT TO
THE STEWARDS STAND
THE BEEZLEYS ARRIVING to talk with Judge Schilling.
BEEZLEY
Judge, how is he-is he gonna be alright?
SCHILLING
He looks pretty good, considering. He's
complaining about a headache, must be
hurting quite a bit-but Doc Crabtree doesn't
seem to be worried about him-thinks he'll get
over the headache in a day or two.
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HAZEL
He hit so hard on his head I was afraid he'd
broke his neck.
SCHILLING
Nothing's broken so far as we can see. Dr.
Gonzales is a bone specialist and he says
everything's intact.
HAZEL
Thank God!
SCHILLING
Yes, indeed.
BEEZLEY
What about the trophies. Judge? Can you still
do it today?
SCHILLING
Ed says its okay as soon as Earl gets some
rest. We'll do it after the eighth, I think, if
Earl's up to it by then, (grinning) You might
like to know I showed Earl the watch while I
was down there. You should of seen his
eyes--lit up like a kid on Christmas morning!
HAZEL
That was real nice of you. Judge-mighty nice.
That's bound to make him heal faster, just
thinking about that watch. He's been talking
about nothin' else since Beez told him.
SCHILLING
Where's Earl's friend?
HAZEL
She had to leave to go back to the theater
before Earl rode. She wasn't gone ten
minutes when he fell. I'm glad she didn't see
it. Did Earl ask about her when you was down
there?
SCHILLING
No, he didn't-I'm sure he will when the shock
wears off a little more.
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DISSOLVE TO
THE DOOR TO THE INFIRMARY as DR. CRABTREE dismisses EARL.
CRABTREE
Just walk easy for the rest of the day, try not
to bend over too much. Get a lot of sleep
tonight, and take some naps tomorrow if you
feel a little drowsy. You may have a slight
concussion, and we don't want you exercising
until you're feeling completely well again.
Drop back in before you go home today.
CUT TO
EARL GREETING THE BEEZLEYS as they descend the staircase to the ground
floor level of the Grandstand. He is still in racing silks.
HAZEL
Hon-ee! Let me look at you, poor darling! Are
you alright, poor baby? Is your head still
hurting?
EARL
It still hurts some, but I'll be okay. Doc says it
may hurt for a couple of days.
BEEZLEY
(putting his hands on EARL'S
SHOULDERS)
You sure you're alright, Butch? Scout's
honor?
EARL
Scout's honor. Boss. I'm sorry about Bosca.
I could've win with her. She had it comin' to
her, the way she was runnin' for me. Couple
more jumps and we'd've had the lead-
HAZEL
Now, stop talkin' racing! Are you hungry?
Can we get you something?
EARL
I think I'd like a cold soda, with a lotta ice in it.
161
BEEZLEY
Let's go back to the Clubhouse bar and I'll get
us all one. Butch, how're Jack and Billy?
EARL
Pearson was still sleepin' when I left. I guess
he's okay. I'm sure glad they didn't get hurt
bad.
BEEZLEY (ORDERING the
cokes from the bartender) Here you are,
Butch-this oughta make you feel a little better.
Cold enough to freeze your hand!
EARL
Thanks, boss, this looks mighty good to me.
I'm real thirsty-
(as he takes the first sip his LEFT HAND
RISES TO HIS FOREHEAD.
CLOSE ON HIS HAND, FROZEN IN TIME IN
THAT POSITION-)
CUT TO
BEEZLEY'S FACE. CLOSE UP. FROZEN IN HORROR, as Earl's paper cup
turns slowly out of his hand and drops to the floor.
CUT TO
THE WAITER AS HE GRABS A
HOUSE PHONE:
Infirmaria, pronto!
CUT TO
SEVERAL MEDICAL ATTENDANTS IN WHITE COATS, HURRYING A
STRETCHER to the waiting track AMBULANCE, standing by with motor
running-EARL's eyes are closed as DR. CRABTREE WALKS beside him,
carrying a medical bag. THE BEEZLEYS AND JUDGE SCHILLING walk on the
other side.
CRABTREE
(to driver)
Mercy Hospital, San Diego-ondale! Judge, I'll
take him up. Dr. Gonzales has called ahead to
notify them we're coming-
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SCHILLING
Ed, what happened? We thought--
CRABTREE
It doesn't look good, George-evidently there's
a skull fracture. If he's hemorrhaging-
BEEZLEY
Doc, can I ride along?
CRABTREE
(glancing at Schilling for his opinion)
Get in on the other side--you'll have to be
quiet and not move around-I'm going to be
busy.
With the stretcher loaded, the MEXICAN DRIVER leaves no grass growing as
he burns a hole in the Agua Caliente parking lot, SIREN WINDING UP TO
HIGHEST PITCH.
PULL BACK TO REVEAL
HAZEL, JUDGE SCHILLING, DR. GONZALES, AND A SMALL CROWD OF
ONLOOKERS standing on the lot, looking after the departing
ambulance. CLOSE ON A ROSARY slipped from the pocket of one of the
Mexican MEDICAL ATTENDANTS, HIS FINGERS beginning to move the beads.
Except for the SIREN rapidly fading in the direction of Tijuana and the Border,
the parking lot, like the Grandstand behind it, is very QUIET.
CUT TO
THE INTERIOR OF THE AMBULANCE. Dr. Crabtree is listening to EARL'S
BREATHING with his stethoscope. He looks up at BEEZLEY and shakes his
head slightly. TEARS are running unashamedly down BEEZLEY'S cheeks; he is
HOLDING EARL'S HAND in both of his. His LIPS ARE MOVING almost
imperceptibly.
CRABTREE
(glancing up)
I'm glad you know how to pray-
BEEZLEY
Can he hear me. Doc?
CRABTREE
Maybe~you can try-
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BEEZLEY
(softly)
Earl? Can you hear me, son?
CLOSE ON EARL'S FACE. At first there Is no sign of consciousness-then, his
eyes open a little-
BEEZLEY
Butch, I'm right here with you. Doc's taking
good care of ya. We'll be at the hospital in a
few minutes. You're gonna be fine, son-just
fine-Earl, listen-Our Father, who art in
heaven, hallowed be Thy name, Thy kingdom
come-Earl? Doc, he's-
CUTTO
DOCTOR CRABTREE
I'm sorry-
BEEZLEY
Butch-son-
CUT TO
HEADLINES, SCROLLING UP: THE SAN DIEGO UNION-THE LOS ANGELES
TIMES-THE SAN FRANCISCO EXAMINER: "JOCKEY KING DEAD! DEW DIES
IN RACING ACCIDENT AT CALIENTE. TOP JOCKEY DEAD AT NINETEEN.
ACCIDENT CLAIMS LIFE OF EARL DEW, JOCKEY CHAMP."
CUT TO
INT. THE DEW HOME, SAC CITY. NIGHT
HALF OF SAC CITY seems to be jammed into the Dew residence as the family
celebrates the happy news of EARL'S CORONATION DAY at Agua Caliente.
Food is everywhere on tables, chairs, on the big Phiico radio in the corner, as
FAMILY AND FRIENDS crowd every room of the little house. JOHN AND
MABEL sit in the center, a little dazed, while GRANDPA HASS holds forth with
his SCRAPBOOK near the door, making sure everyone gets a peek at EARL'S
early rise to fame. HOLD ON THE SCRAPBOOK for a long moment, until-
THE DOORBELL RINGS LOUDLY-
No one hears it at first, then a NEIGHBOR opens it to-
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CLINT JOHNSON of the Western Union office. His countenance is ashen-
several people stop talking in mid-sentence as they see his face. GRANDPA
looks up from his book and stops talking.
JOHN
Why, Clint, how are you? Come on in and-
CLINT
(unable to speak, he hands JOHN a telegram
with the same enthusiasm he would have for
delivering a rattlesnake)
JOHN
Clint? What's wrong? What is this?
( MABEL'S hand goes to her lips; her eyes widen in disbelief-)
Opening the envelope, JOHN READS in a barely audible voice:
"It is my sad duty to inform you the details of
what happened in the case of your beloved
boy..."
CUT TO
SEVERAL WOMEN IN THE ROOM scrambling for the bathroom to find the
smelling salts; MABEL has simply fainted dead away in her chair and is being
propped up by those around her.
CUT TO
CLINT JOHNSON, closing the front door behind him and WALKING toward his
truck on the road out front. Hands in his pockets, he stops and looks upward
to the magnificent panoply above. CLOSE UP as he shakes his head slowly
from side to side, and shuffles on through the gate.
DISSOLVE TO
EXT. THE HASS' FARM. MONDAY, FEBRUARY 3. DAY
A TRAVELING SHOT, following a MID-30S FORD COUPE along the road past
CORY GROVE CEMETERY and around the bend to the farm. A MAN climbs
out slowly, and walks to the porch. He is greeted at the door by GRANDPA
HASS.
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GRANDPA
Ira, thanks for coming. Everybody's here.
(dropping his voice) Mabel's in a bad way-
sure hope you can help her. Just sits there,
moanin' kinda soft like. We can't seem to get
through to her. She ain't ate a thing since we
heard.
PASTOR IRA CREWDSON
I'll do my best, Charlie.
CUT TO
THE FAMILY, gathered in an informal circle around MABEL AND JOHN.
Conversation is limited and low key-
CREWDSON
Mabel-John-I'm so sorry- (kneeling, he puts
his arms around them both and just holds
them for a long moment-
PULL BACK TO REVEAL
CREWDSON
On the way out I thought about Earl and what
he might want me to say to you if he could
share his thoughts with you from heaven.
Coming down the hill toward the bridge I
remembered one of Grandpa's stories about
Earl. I think this might help all of us. This is
your story, Charlie, so I want you to share it.
GRANDPA
I got a lot of stories about my grandson, Ira-
which one you talkin' about?
CREWDSON
Remember your telling me about Earl's
experience in Minnesota when he first started
riding up there on the fairs? He'd gotten hurt
falling off a horse during a race-you
remember what he told you when he came
home with that broken collarbone?
GRANDPA
Reckon I do. (STANDING to assure being
heard by all) Earl wasn't but fourteen that
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summer Reed took him north. A horse he
was ridin' tried to jump the rail and Earl went
down, near under him. He managed to roll
under the rail-he was leading the field-
(smiling)~he had a way of doing that, didn't
he?-(others manage a smile)~before the rest
of them horses run over him-he told me-
(VOICE CATCHING)-he said, "Grandpa, I
wasn't a bit scared-l just lay there for a
minute, thinking, "I ain't hurt bad." Then I
thought: 'This is gonna happen again, maybe
a lot of times. Sometimes it's gonna hurt, like
now. But maybe some day I'll wake up in
heaven, and it won't hurt at all, not ever
again!" (pausing) Well, that's the story Earl
told me the day he came home from
Minnesota.
CREWDSON
I thought you'd like to hear that today. John,
Mabel-I'll be over this evening to talk about
the service.
MABEL nods, numbly. JOHN stands to shake his hand.
Thanks for coming out. Pastor. That helped.
CUT TO
INT. THE DINING ROOM, HOTEL DEL CORONADO, SAN DIEGO. DAY
ACROSS THE ROOM a young lady sits alone at a window table, hands in her
lap, staring out to sea. ZOOM TO A NEWSPAPER laying on the table, open to
the Sports Section. CLOSE UP. Photos of EARL, SITTING UP on the Caliente
track before the ambulance arrived-EARL, LYING ON THE TABLE in the
Infirmary- CLOSE UP. MARY is motionless, and she has been crying, a lot.
CUT TO
A WAITRESS APPROACHING
the table.
How about a refill on that coffee, Miss?
MARY'S thoughts have been a
million miles away.
-I'm sorry, l-no, thanks-
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WAITRESS
(staring down at the newspaper
photos)
Miss, I ain't the l<ind to butt in, but-did you
l<now--him?
MARY
Yes, I knew him.
WAITRESS
Say, didn't you and him used to come in here,
afternoons? I remember him! A big tipper!
He was--oh, I'm sorry, honey--please-l didn't
mean to make you sad or nothin '--look, I
shouldn't have butted in, it's just you looked
so kinda lonely sittin' over here by yourself-
MARY
It's alright, Miss-
WAITRESS
Gee, I guess you're hurtin' somethin' fierce. If
there's anything I can do~
MARY
(a trace of a smile)
Sometimes people help without knowing it,
Miss-
WAITRESS
Tess, honey-Tess Malloy~(picking up the bill)
Here, this one's on the house. You sit here's
long as you want, hon~just as long as you
want.
DISSOLVE TO
EXT THE DEW HOME, SAC CITY THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 6. DAY
THE DEW FAMILY, walking out the front door toward the FAMILY CAR provided
by the A. G. NEAL FUNERAL HOME for the ride to the HIGH SCHOOL for
Earl's burial service. A MOTORCYCLE OFFICER leads the procession of
several cars forming up behind the FAMILY CAR, as relatives join the
procession from cars parked across the road.
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CUT TO
THE PROCESSION, as it turns on to the very crowded MAIN STREET, with cars
and pedestrians everywhere. Every store in town is closed, only the restaurants
open to feed the crowds thronging the streets.
CUT TO
THE HIGH SCHOOL entrance sidewalk, as hundreds file into the school
auditorium for the service. ON THE STREET uniformed members of the
AMERICAN LEGION handle traffic moving at snail's pace past the school.
CUT TO
A VIEW OF THE AUDITORIUM FROM THE VERY BACK OF THE ROOM, with
two thousand people crowding every available square foot of space. ON THE
STAGE ACROSS THE FRONT is massed a small fortune in bouquets, floral
horseshoes, high stands covered with FLOWERS of all descriptions. There is
room only for a narrow pulpit borrowed from First Christian Church. DOWN
FRONT, at the bottom of the center aisle, stands the CASKET, covered with a
plain white PALL, adorned with a large purple cross.
THE AUDITORIUM IS QUIET, except for the sound of SNIFFLING, NOSES
BLOWING INTO HANDKERCHIEFS-
PASTOR CREWDSON'S FOOTSTEPS SOUND HEAVY in the stillness as he
walks resolutely across to the pulpit, steps behind it, and bows his head.
HE IS READING THE
OBITUARY:
Earl Dew, son of Mr. and Mrs. John C. Dew,
was born at Sac City, Iowa, May 2, 1921, and
died at Caliente, Mexico, February 2, 1941,
after being thrown from a horse. He was 19
years and nine months of age at the time of
his death. In addition to his father and mother
who are saddened by his unexpected death,
are his sister Bethel and two brothers. Dale
and Larry Laverne; his grandparents, Mr. and
Mrs. Charles Hass of Sac City, and Mrs.
Emma Dew of Andersonville, Tennessee-
CUTTO
A VIEW OF THE CONGREGATION, ROW UPON ROW, STRETCHING TO THE
BACK CORNERS-the pastor's WORDS BECOME INDISTINCT as the CAMERA
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MOVES TO A CLOSE VIEW OF THE DEW FAMILY sitting in the front row.
JOHN'S arm is solidly locked around MABEL'S shoulder, apparently holding her
up in the seat-
CUTTO
PASTOR CREWDSON
Earl was away at the races when I came to
Sac City two years ago and we did not meet
until he came home from New Orleans just in
time for my first Easter service here. I recall
my first impression of him very well: "This is a
fine young man." I saw no reason to change
my mind in our subsequent meetings, usually
after church when he was home visiting with
his family. Your presence here-these
beautiful flowers given in tribute--the hundreds
of telegrams, letters, and phone calls still
pouring into our city from all over the nation-
inform me that my impression of Earl was an
accurate one.
CUT TO
THE FOYER, where S.R.O. is available; people standing shoulder to shoulder
listen to the message coming through LOUD SPEAKERS placed in the upper
corners of the foyer.
CUT TO
TWO UNIFORMED POLICE OFFICERS. CLOSE UP. Their ordinary official
"tough guy law officer" demeanor is not working well for them.
CUT TO
CREWDSON
The paramount thought in many minds this
week has been, "If only Earl hadn't chosen
this dangerous profession!" I think if Earl was
here he would want me to share a story with
you. It comes from a book recently written by
the French author. Saint Exupery: (pausing to
adjust his glasses) "When the wild ducks or
the wild geese migrate in their season, a
strange tide rises in the territories over which
they sweep. As if magnetized by the great
triangular flight, the barnyard fowl leap a foot
or two into the air and try to fly. The call of the
wild strikes them with the force of a harpoon
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and a vestige of savagery quickens their
blood. All the ducks on the farm are
transformed for an instant into migrant birds,
and into those hard little heads, till now filled
with humble images of pools and worms and
barnyards, there swims a sense of continental
expanse, of the breadth of the seas and the
salt taste of the ocean wind. The duck totters
to right and left in its wire enclosure, gripped
by a sudden passion to perform the
impossible and a sudden love whose object is
a mystery."
Earl heard a call that required leaving the
safety of life here in Sac City, and he had to
answer it. For Earl to stay here doing
something other than riding thoroughbred
horses on the track would have been to him-
though not to us who have not heard that call-
-a tottering to the right and to the left within a
wire enclosure. For Earl not to follow his
dream would have meant sacrificing what he
knew to be his extraordinary gifts as a
horseman, (pausing to scan the faces around
the auditorium) No one of us here would have
asked that of him, nor hold him accountable
for it now.
Yes, we will mourn for Earl because he made
such a positive impact on each of our lives.
We would not have chosen this time for Earl
to die. But Scripture says, 'There is a time to
be born, and a time to die..." The Bible also
says there is "...A time to weep, and a time to
laugh; a time to mourn, and a time to
dance..." Today we can only weep and
mourn--but let us remember that in the
presence of God, Earl is not weeping, nor is
he mourning. In the presence of our Risen
Lord he is indeed laughing and dancing!
CUT TO
JOHN AND IVIABEL. CLOSE UP. Mabel is Staring hard at the preacher. She
turns ever so slightly to look at JOHN. SOMETHING PASSES. BETWEEN THEM.
JOHN smiles, faintly, but it is there.
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CUT TO
THE MOTORCYCLE OFFICERS IN THE FOYER. CLOSE UP on ONE, who
looks at his mate, eyebrows going up slightly, and he shrugs his shoulders.
CREWDSON
Scripture says, "If in this life only we have
hope in Christ, we are of all men most
miserable. But now is Christ risen from the
dead, and become the first fruits of them that
slept." My friends, when Christ returns for his
Church Earl will be in the ranks of those who
will rise from the dead. His body which today
we commit to the earth will rise from the grave
to be reunited in its newly glorified form with
his spirit, and he, like all those in union with
Christ, will be with the Lord forever.
Take comfort in these words today, my
friends. Earl will long be remembered by the
multitudes to whom he endeared himself and
by his many friends who knew him as a
modest, unassuming boy, who knew what he
wanted to do, and did it. May God bless and
comfort each of you in His grace, (pausing)
Interment will follow at Cory Grove Cemetery.
CUT TO
EXT THE FUNERAL PROCESSION, moving along the road that leads out of
town going south, a few scattered houses on the right, the stubbled fields
mantled in snow on the left.
CUT TO
INT. THE FAMILY CAR, as it passes a WHITE HOUSE on the banks of the
RACCOON RIVER.
JOHN
(glancing at the house to their right)
I never thought when Earl was born in that
house-
MABEL
John, please-
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JOHN
I'm sorry, sweetheart-l was just remembering
how I took him down the bank to go fishing-
he was so proud of that first little bass he
brought up to you-
CUT TO
EXT. CORY GROVE CEMETERY.
A SMALL ROAD, hardly more than a wide path, enters the cemetery on the
north side, and circles around to exit on the south side. The HEARSE enters,
followed by the FAMILY CAR, the other cars following.
CUT TO
THE FAMILY seated on folding chairs in a semicircle around the grave site-the
remainder of family and friends stand behind them. Bitter wind sweeps wisps of
snows from the fields across the road as Pastor Crewdson begins the
Committal:
CREWDSON
All that the Father giveth me shall come to me;
and him that cometh to me I will in no wise
cast out. He that raised up Jesus from the
dead will also give life to our mortal bodies, by
his Spirit that dwelleth in us...
CREWDSON'S VOICE BECOMES INDISTINCT AS CAMERA PULLS BACK TO
REVEAL-
FOUR MEN APPROACHING THE GRAVE SITE, CARRYING BETWEEN THEM
WHAT APPEARS TO BE A CARPET COVERED WITH FLOWERS OF SOME
KIND-
They stop behind and to one side of the assemblage listening to the pastor's
final words:
CREWDSON
To those of us gathered here in Cory Grove
this seems a sad end to a promising young
life. But remember, dear friends: this is only
the beginning for Earl Dew. For us there is a
time to mourn; for Earl there is only a time to
dance.
(picking up a handful of dirt from the
graveside)
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In sure and certain hope of the resurrection to
eternal life through our Lord Jesus Christ, we
commend to Almighty God our brother Earl;
and we commit his body to the ground;
(sprinkling the earth on the coffin) earth to
earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust. The Lord
bless and keep him, the Lord make his face to
shine upon him and be gracious unto him, the
Lord lift up his countenance upon him and
give him peace. Amen.
CUT TO
THE FOUR MEN WALKING FORWARD WITH THE CARPET OF FLOWERS.
CREWDSON
John, Mabel-these beautiful orchids, enough
to cover the grave, are the gift sent in tribute
by an owner for whom Earl rode. I think
everyone here will recognize his name: MR.
BING CROSBY, of Hollywood, California.
WITH THE SNOW CONTINUING TO BLOW ACROSS THE GROUNDS, PULL
BACK FARTHER TO REVEAL THE ENTIRE CEMETERY. FAINTLY AT FIRST,
then more clearly, we can HEAR a familiar BUGLE CALL. STANDING at the
entrance of the Cemetery is a UNIFORMED MAN, A SCOUTMASTER, bugle
raised to his lips--he is playing "Boots and Saddles," the race track call signaling
the advent of the horses onto the track.
FILLING THE SCREEN, A STILL SHOT OF EARL SITTING IN THE WINNER'S
CIRCLE ABOARD A SWEATING THOROUGHBRED, eyes flashing happiness, a
big grin on his face-and this SHOT BECOMING INDISTINCT THOUGH STILL
VISIBLE, SO THAT THE WORDS THAT WILL NOW APPEAR ON THE SCREEN
ARE DOMINANT:
HOW OFT WHEN MEN ARE AT THE POINT OF DEATH HAVE THEY
BEEN MERRY, WHICH THEIR KEEPERS CALL A LIGHTNING BEFORE
DEATH. O HOW MAY I CALL THIS A LIGHTNING?
William Shakespeare
Romeo and Juliet
V, III
FADE OUT
 
 
 
